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5 AE 195 Writings of the late Mz, 
Y Wil laws ; (whoſe general Signature 
Was that of ric) are a Treaſure which every 


l Lover of ſublime and harmonious Poetry, 
muſt allow, well deſerves to be added to the 


Productions of our other celebrated ENGLISH 
Potts. The Editor has therefore taken the 


Liberty of colle&in; g together, and publiſh- 


ing them, not doubting but they will be well 
'countenanced and received, eſpecially by 
thofe who knew the Author's poetical 008 | 
Tit, and extenſive Genius. 
The Editor returns his moſt ſincere Ac- 
knowledgments to thoſe Gentlemen who | 
yere ſo obliging as to furniſh him with ſuch 
Pieces he was not in Poſſeſſion of, and hopes 
the Manner in which they are arranged, ac- 
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cording to the different Subjefts, will give | 


ample Satisfation. 
This Work is "IP Fe Size of 
Mr. Bell's Britiſk Poets, and is intended as a 


Volume to be added to that Work, and 
| equally as cheap, the Price being no more 


than Eighteen-Pence ; althou gh a few of the 


| numerous Pieces included in the following | 
| Sheets, when formerly publiſhed, ſold far 
= that Price, and were univerſally admired. 7 


In ſhort, CI 10 was always eſteemed as A 
melodious Poet, and doubtleſs will be ho- 


nored as ſuch by poſterity.— While living, 


Men of the greateſt Genius, are too often 
| Dlighted, tho' afterwards revered—Witnels 
Howes, whaſe Mouth was oftener filled with 


| . Songs than with Bread ; as the Poet ſays, 


Compenſate now to Home dead, 
The living Homer's Want of Bread? N 


SON. 


Can Laurels wreath'd around his Head, | 
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EK LEGIAS. 2 0 E. 
On the Death of Mr. JOSEPH WILLIAMS; 
12 - 1 "(M@3)CLI10,):1121ct 19s UM 
Who died at Shrewſbury, September ai, N at 
13 O thee Me{pomene, belongs to pay = 
14 A grateful Tribute'to'a Brother's Lay! 
15 [Tis ſurely thine to ring th* Elegiac Eyre, | jj 8 | 
16 nd ev'ry Bard with mournful Notes t e 
197 vor CLIO's gone !—is wafted from Mankind,” x 
an few his Equals has he left behind! © 
71 is Muſe how ſweet, how excellent each Line, 
18 How charming, elevated, and Divine! © 
loft he mounted on Pegaſan Wings, 
To taſte the Waters of Pierian Springs: 
or ſhallow Draughts could ſatisfy his Soul, 
But with the Migſes drank without Controul! © 


H E Bf If great Apollo honor'd Homer's Name, 
And high enrol'd him in the Liſt of Fame; 
Ovid has, for Ages been renown'd, 
Virgil with the Laurel Wreath been — 3 
| | M0 


X } 

If Shakeſpeare ſtill 4 * Bard) 
Shall ſo devoutly be by ſome -rever'd-;- eee 
If Pope and Addiſon attain d the Bays, 
And will be honor d to the/end of Days; 
Saks kivire Ages can have po Excuſc,, | 
If e'er forgotten(ſhould be}/CLIO's Muſe ; 

| Narvhsll that matchlefs, evangelic Ob, ⁴ ſꝶ 
In Praiſe of JESUS, the, INCARNATE R 
Be ever bury'd in Qblivign's and, 4 4 
But be loud chorus d by the Heay'nly Handl 1 
Shall, bis ConysxTEp, IApfax, be forſook,,. |.,/ 
Or the, St. ALxmoyD's Gros T—that faw'rite Bagk 
Or ſhall his other Works gf. diff rent Kinds, 
Be ever: hbaniſh'd from ingenious Mindg? ?? 
O ſurely not For while Sabrina rolls, | 
Or Phebus viſits the centriſie Poles ; | 
While Orion ſhines reſplendent up on high, 
Or Cafſopeia in the Northern Sky ; | 
Lo, CLIO's Works ſhall {till reyered be, 
And ſafe tranſmitted to Futurity ; | 
Babes yet unborn ſhall liſp his melting Song, 
And catch his My#e on their infant Tongues: 
While Men of Learning ſhall his Geniz; praiſe, 
And be enraptur'd with his moving Lays} © 


( 8} 
But, Thalia, tell, (for thou canſt beſt rehearſe, 
e real Worth of his melodious Verſe! 
II) could Diſeaſe, with complicated Pains, 
g Muſe enervate to obſtruct her Strains? 


———— — 


THALIA's Anfqver. 
« His mental Faculties he till poſſeſt, 
& # renely wiſhing for that laing Reſt, 
here Pain and Sorrow ſhall not dare to come, 
d trouble Pilgrims in their native Home! 


t no reflecting Tongue his Honor blaft, 

vile Aſperſions on his Name be caſt ; 

t let the Wiſe, the Worthy, and Sincere, 

rite o'er his Tomb—Lo, CLIO's Bones lie here!” 
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WW oO D E 8, 
On the IncazxaTION of our Blefſed Lord 


and Saviour 3 Cunsr. | 
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WV ſpreading o'er the dupa Bad, 
See where you? crunſon Enſign bends! 
998 Prepare Prepare! th* ambroſial Feaſt, 
For lo! the Gop of Gops deſcends! ' 
But how, Oh! Nature, wilt thou bear the Load' 
Or meet the Splendor of a coming Goo? 5 


In vain I aſk,—for now yon” parting Sky, 
Proclajms th' eternal Triumph nic. 
Stand faſt, thou Earth, 
For ſince thy Birth, 
ger: 7 


: 


| What all this World of Wonders mean; 


(44) 
* 'Th' intolerable Weight of Dz17y before! 
But hark !—methinks fome ſofter Strains, 
Than ever ſhook th? etherial Plains, F£LY0 
Since Time gs. roll, N 
Diſpels my Fears, A 
: And 38 any my Soul. 


Tis Gabriel's Voice, I know the Sound, 
And Mercy ſmiles to Day, 

Let Angels ſhout! let Earth reſound: 
For Gop aſſumes our Clay. | 


And se in Tobes of ſupernal Graer, 


The angry Enfign diſappears : 
Ten Thouſund wilder Glotits fill the Space, 
And Muſic” wakes the Spheres : 

Harmonious thro? the Realms above, 
One gen'tal Concert ring, 
And. all the Burden of the Song is Love, | 
Lows, braces all the Strings! W 
Aſtoniſh'd Angels view the Scene, | 
And (curious) fain would know, 


© "Theſe Myſteries below ! - In 


("as ) 
In vain they pry the boundleſs Scheme, O Man! l 


, For Thee, was laid e'ex Time began! 
For Thee! before all Worlds were fram d. 
Or Angels hymn'd th eternal Tung, E 
The Council ſat—the Terms were nam d,. 
And Mzzcy fix'd on Thee! 
And lo! the Period mark'd in Heav'n 
The Day that crowns Creation s birth, 
Is now arriv'd—the promis d CED ib giv's ; 
And Gop inhabits Earth! 
Apgels applauding ! clap their Sn Wag, 
While Bethlehem receives the KING of Kings! 
For THIS, let Rocks, and Hills, and Plains, 
Unpractis'd yet to vocal Strains 
For once their Gleure brea( :: 
While Man — But Man can never tell, 
The grateful Thoughts his Breaſt ſnould fwell 
Nor half his Raptures ſpeak — Wes 
| Silence perhaps, may more expreſſive prove, 
And Heav'n — the Heart Ae in Leve. 
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e D R n 
H“. facred lin Creationꝰs Glory! 
Heaven's Aſtoniſhment and Wonder ! 


Let ſhouting Millions ſing the Story, 
Soft as Echo loud as Thunder: 


Gabriel, lead the mighty Chorus, 
Angels ſtrike your high-ſtrung Lyres: 

Deeds immortal riſe before us 
Hevn — baes Love inſpires! | 


* 
. 
— 
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"Pak F he Gov of Worlds e 
Thrown the Gates of Day aſide? 

Night r 
Triumph ſpreads her Banners wide. 


"Br a! che e det, 
Milder Beams around me play: 


Wbere, where's the Gop ? A Child Auel ! 
Born — away. | 


ODE 


E 
O 5 E. III. 


HE Hour arriv'd, at Signal given, | 
Ten thouſand Harps were ſtrung in Heaven, 
And each prepar'd to play — 
But what the high Beheſts of Jove, 
Big with ſome new Diſplay of Love, 
Not one in Heaven could ſay. 


When Jeſus riſing from his Throne, 
(Eternal Splendor round him ſhone) - * 
Diſclos'd the vaſt Decree— 
„Father! I come to do thy Will, 
And all the Work of Grace fulfil ; 
«Lo! Help is found in Me. 


«© Tis mine the choſen Seed to ſave, 


To conquer Sin, Hell, Death, the _ 
And a new Kingdom raiſe : 


. | 
* : &« To ſooth, by Mercy's melting Charm, 
„The Thunders of thy litted Arm, 
5 And ſpread thy boundleſs praiſe !” 
E | 


B 3 | "> 


„ 
He ſpoke and thro' the Realms above, 
Diffus d, ineffable, his Lore, 
Inſpiring Raptures high !— 
Ten thouſand Harps began to play, 
Ten thouſand Voices ſwell'd the Lay, 
And Triumph ſhook the Sky. 
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H ! for a Voice to touch th' angelic Strains. 
Which once were hear'd in Berhleem's Plains, 
Hear'd, on that great, auſpicious Morg', 
When Chri/t, the Saviour of Mankind was born. 
Darkneſs hung o'er the gloomy Sphere, 
And Shepherds watch'd their fleecy Care ; 
When, burſting from a Cloud of Light, 
High Viſions open'd to their Sight; 
Struck with Confufion and Amaze, 
Half dead with Fear, they trembling gaze; 
When, lo! a friendly Angel flies, 
Swifter than Light'ning from the Skies + 
Gabriel, the Meſſenger of Peace, 
Salutes their Ears—in Words like theſe: 
4 (All 


Ce 
To 


But in an Infant's humble State, 


619 
(All Nature liſten'd while he ſpoke, 
And from his Lips the Accents broke.) 


“Ve Shepherds all your Fears remove, 

] come not arm'd with Wrath—but Love— 
* Commitſion'd from th* Eternal King, 
Thrice joyful News to you I bring 

„ Attend ! attend! ye Sons of Light, 

* And ſhout with Wonder at the Sight ; 
„This choſen Day, this happy Morn', 
„The long fore-told Meſfabh's born: 


In Bethi"hem's Town (O! ſhy blue Skies) 


The Godhead, in a Manger lies: 
“Not cloath'd with Majeſty, as late, 


* Expog'd ſuch various IIls to bear, 
As meaneſt Mortals ſeldom ſhare.” 


Theſe cheering Words they ſcarcely heard, 
Before a ſhining Hoſt appear'd : 


Celeſtial Spirits left their native Place, 
To fing the Wonders of ſupernal Grace; 
On golden Plumes they hover'd over Earth, 


And loud proclaim'd the Saviowr's Birth! 


(. 26- ) 

The daz'ling Luftre of their bright Array, 
ö Chas'd all the Shades of Night away, 
And thus in rapt'rous Notes they ſung, 


(While Nature round, | 
Return'd the Sound, | [ | 
And all the Conſtellations rung :) 


“Glory to God in higheſt Strains be giv'n, f 
* Who reigns exalted on his Throne in Heav'n, 

« Yet ſtoops to execute Redemption's Plan, : 

© Bring Peace on Earth—and ſhew Good-Will to 

Man; 2 2 | 

« His vaſt Benevolence let Worlds adore ! | ; 

And in full Chorus, praiſe him evermore! T f 

g 

o 

c 

6 

* 
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Il to 


ö E 


I #4 ) 
8 5 
"(4 Fragment). 


1 HE 8 ceas d, the angry Storm was xs laid, 

And milder Glories round the Godhead play'd; 
or nom on Man's Behalf, tho' doom'd to die, 
Jp roſe the Sox—and thus addreſs'd the Sky 


& Almighty Father, Majeſty Divine ! 

All Heaven and Earth by rightful Sway are thine * 
<« Thine are the Myriads which thy Courts adorns 
And thine the Kingdoms of a Race unborn : 

« For lo! this Arm, Omnipotent to ſave, 

&« Shall conquer Hell, and triumph o'er the Grave / 
„In Chains of Darkneſs bind th' infernal Foe, 

% And pay thy Z«ftice, all the Captives owe: 

« By Mercy's Charms their Rebel Hearts controul, 
And ſtamp mine Image on each new-born Soul; 
44 So ſhall thine Attributes harmonious prove, 
„And Wrath be ſwallow'd in a Sea of Love.“ 


e ſpoke—then threw his bright Regalia by, 
\nd joyful paſs'd the cryſtal Ports on high: 
| Ten 


a 
Ten thouſand thouſands, mingled in the Train, 
(And each exulting, ſwell'd the high-wrought Strain 
Nor reſted once, thro all the Realms they rode, 
"Till Fuda#'s Plains receiv' d th Incarnate Gad : 
Whence, bending low with Rapture and Surpriſe, 
They bote the Tidings to their native Skies ; 
Angels aſtonifh*d! join'd th* admiring Throng, 
And Heaven's vaſt Concave lengthen d out the Son 


* * — 
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E. ALKMOND's GHOST. 
VIS Io AA 
„ 


1 <vake, emerging from a de of Dreams 
Tumultuous—— —— | 
Younc's Nienr TrovenTts: 


, i * * "© 23 = 1 922 * * 5 ' N ; 
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1 HE Author, in Order to preſerve boch 
— Coaſiſtency in the Imagery of t 
following. Poem, lays the Scene in S- 
Pariſh in Shrew/bwry, and aſſumes. the Chu 
of a. Balopion, Butcher... Should, any Jill, fap- 
poll; ar ſore fage Readets have done, that its 
difficult to determine whether the Pom really 
compliments. 4 certain Rev. Gentlemap, or fa- 
tirizes/-him ; the Editor cannot help ſaying, rhat 
Poetry, Senſe, and Satire, muſt eyer be. Joſt on 
all ſuch-Bwotian Critics. (Ig wtf 
16475740 ARR 2 44 +, has rom ue 
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Se. ALKMOND's GHOST, We. 
5 — Nn — — "4 


FS. „ e + Grit 
Uwen e Dream of aug bod my Gain 
oft well-fed O, or of Ballack: flain,. * 
Mow ſhall 1 paint the Horrors of that Night! 
When! other Fifons ſwam before my Sight, 
When my Bed twembled, and my Heart of Ste! | 
(Senſation new !) for once wat angle to fie 1 
Thiice ! the plump Partner of wy joyleſs Hours, 
Who oft bath ſtun'd me with her vocal Pow'rs, | 
Seream'd bat aha! Thrice ſhook me by he Arm, 
r _ 


ed tn the Yd dente enen 

Nor heave a Sigh ! a#from the flow'ry Mead, 1 
DDS 
re de 


\ * 


o - 0 
= Ont 


Say, O ye cruel, for to you Lutte, : 
Cary, ye fuſtaln iy Sight? A * 


27% ind betete Ws conver wich che Nad 


In the wide World of Auteliet to rang. ;; 
| Methought 1 fosd, unſhelter d. and uon, - 


I ſhook the Dome, and bunt the pondwous Do e 


( 26 
Sestgg Bag be b, by your vindidive Steel 
And rolls a 2//ng Loot Which Rocks m Fb., feel tt 1— 


VUndaunted wander through the midnight. | 
And gaze at Spirits riſing from the Tomb ?— 
ITW Aten follow "where Frm dit TT 1 


$84 #} att og apo ntt ack $146 s 7 . * ＋ 


"Twasthagfad Night eee | 
Relign'd at.once bis Vicarage and Breeth.y . 
Abou the Hour (as runs the village Ln ple 
When. ſhrouded We#rec haunt the Yeu-tree E 
Fang wa left, prophetic of ſome Cba]π’e | v4» 


abe e e * An 
When all at onee, with terrible Surprize! W. 
A mighty Whirl- wind tuſh'd acrofs the Skies / W. 
So ſtrong the Blaſt, that with tromendous Roa 


Expos'd and trembling ! from its rude Embrace, 
Fran for Refuge to the ſacra Place: 


Lu 


Scarce had my Feet the hallow'd Threſhold gain'd, 


75 When all was Huch d, and folemn 3 reigh'd : 
"or o when black Gimes, the Son, of Rime an 
. he Church deſends them from the Civil Storm; 

K But as I erhtePd—(Abgels guatd my Head 1:9 T 


What ebe, Scenes around me ſpread ? ? 
1 From the dark Manſions of the dreary Tomb, N 
Qld | Altmond's Ghyft talk d horrid thro the Gloom: 
„ difmal Palencfs all his Looks expreſs'd, 
death And feaming Sulphur wav'd his ſable Veſt 0 
„ I Cloſe at his Heels, of Pageantry | ſtill yas Wer 
1 Catne Superſtition, holding up his Train; 1 SO 
* Her feeble Hand a glim'ring Taper bore—" UNE 4 
„ ouffd by Old Calvin, in the Days of yore ; 0 
5 ot now gromn din—in theſe Apoſtate Days,” 
when Majice fickens at Religion: 5 Rays, . 
"art H vgs; Native. Darkneſs, ſhuns celeſtial Licht, 
And fhes Conwiclion as ſome helliſh a 
When, oi aſſert—(( Salvation ĩs of Grace.“ — a 
Would almoſt rob a Yieer of his Place, 
Transport a Docks into Fits of RA ge! 
Norte be footh'd by Eil didsctie Page. 


7x C 2 r 0M New 


. "AF 


1 ( 28 ) 

Next the Train—(for all was done in State) 
Came In rance hob'ling, with an uncouth Gate: 
A miſty Vail around her Temples ſpread, 

And for a Helmet, lo! a Cap of Lead: 
Her Half. hut Eyes, a ſtupid Soul portray'd, 
And all laok'd doubtful that ſhe e er ſurvey'd. 
Behind her cloſe — (at this I dropt a Tear!) 
Three Hundred Butch—'s brought up the 
Near, 
All pale and haggard—not one Viſage bright, — 
In Life her Vot'ries, and in Neath her Right ; 
Such Forms perhaps, were never ſeen before, 
On the dark Borders of the Stygian Shore : 
Or where, far wand'ring from the chearful Day, 
Their Gambols wild the Lapland Witches play. 
Not that dread Scene, as ancient Records tell, 
When Satan came, and rung the * Pariſh Bell: 
Was more alarming ! tho” incens'd with Tre, 
He e bis Haaf uro the rremb/ling s. 


9 There is an Hiftorical Monnſenigein the Hands of 

a Peron at Shrewſbury, which gives a. particular Ac- 

count of theſe Circumſtances happening (many N 
fince) at St. Alkmond's Church. * 

Advanc-' 


en £3 ©. „ a 


the 


« 29 


Adee este en ag hege 8 Ring, 
Rull Hlimond's Ghoſt, oder all the Spectres King, 


Not onb pteſum d to break'the-ourvic Train 
Save 1gn'rance blind=and\Saperſiition; din: 
Theſe, .pearthe-Cemre,. fluſh'd with. Pride elate! 
Stood,'like/our modern Minifters f Sale. 


{4 yes 1 FE: 10 1 85 Ne 453 25 A aut a 


; Whopghye the bebe Wa ** * 


Hand) 
Beſyoke aloud the viſionary Bind: TRY. 
or Sons of my Labours, while confin'd to Earth, 


40 And M1 my Subjects in the Realms of- Death: 


9 Wirh fad Regtet, I ſee my Pow'r decline: 
©, At leaſt, in this thrice hallow'd rms as 


«6 Fate, proud of Empire, with deſpatic Sway, 


bs fwreeping Half my valrant, Chight auay:-: 

«Fgr,"\where the S. , and where the * — 
NI. nee ent od?! irrt Siam a7 

« Wiho2tutoPd/ Thouſands at my Shrine to bow, 


_  Inſpir'd their Boſoms.with a noble Rage, 


4 bi of Caluin, | from the Clerig Stage ! 


% To laugh-at all his-antiquated, Rules, N 4: 5 © 
'« And brand their Teachers as the worſt of (Tgpls: 


8 752 f C 3 we Theſe, 


And well ſucreeded till this faral Hour, 


Pom d ill to walk in D:/appointment's Train; 


 *Bnehafuficy us dig poifon't finbine 4) © fl 
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- Theſe, for my Sake, (or Iam much deceiv d) 6 


4 Subſerib'd to Doctrine, which they ne'er believ's, IM - « 


Aud bravely food the Bulwarks of my Cauſe, IM « 


In Spite of Conſcience, Covenant and Lows. 6 


Nor they: alone, but a long Line befide, 6 
Eer ſinoe Ejefment did in Triumph ride, 6 
Have ſtrove alternate to ſupport my Pow'r, 


“ But now alas! I bee a ſpurious Rave, "ORE, 4 


« Uſurp my Altars, und defile my Place: 
Xu and Mo—d—s, and a motley Throng, 5 
The boaſt of Fools, the Infamy of Song . 
„Climb to Preferment, - while my fay'cite few, : | 
« Are v are bid, are cheated, of their Due; 
« E'ex=p5 yroatis beneath che galling Chain, 


« And lo! as jealous of my rifing Fame, 
«A RivdlFarts!—— DC —y is his Name: 6 
Hiberaius bota, the Inſet of an Hour! 0 


The Child of Fortune, but the Livof Powe 1 


« He comes! {bale Idol of deluded Brains, 


+ 


He 


639 
He comes to brand me with opprobrious Names, 


And judge my Syſtem to eternal Flames; 


In native Brome, mothins I foe him ſtand, 
« Adjuſt bis Robes, and proudly wave his Hand, 
„While from his Lips, a Flood of Fury pours, 
That Tart rus ſhakes and all my aeg ring Sbores. 
« Gods, what a Change! It tears my aged Breaſt, 
„And Lords muſt lie to carry on the Jeſt. | 
Can this be borne ?. Ye Partners of my Fate, 
Can you, unmov'd, behold my finking State, 


gee the ripe Honors raviſh'd from my Brow, 


And yet be paſſive? O, revenge me now ! 
« Your, Pow'rs are various various is your Skill, 
Jo bend a Butch — i, or a Stateſm—'s Will: 
Then quick repair, the diff rent Subjects find, 
« And thus impart the DiCtates of my Mind. 


&® Stateſm=—n, awake !—lift up thy prrjur'd Head, 
« And hear a Le#ure from the injur'd Drad : f 
Reform thy Manners, regulate thy Way: ! 
«© Or my /ad'Ohoft, ſhall aunt ther alt 7 Days, . 
« Stand at by Elbow, thre” 2% Matifions prowl, 
And publiſh Secrets which will ſtab 255 Soul!“ 
25 But 


—— K — ·w··ͥum. 
. 


| 

| 

| 

| 
| 


C#) 
rte the *ButtÞ =; callous Breaſt, 

4 Bed dtead Night forne Horrid Dream ieder 
feu never fall the vulgar Mind to! move, 

_ Pdf othier Charms may ĩneffectual prove}; v; 
Inſpite bis $lumbers with eternal Fears, | 1 
And ring B in bis ſtupid Ears 

Point to DC—>,. — Bid him ſhun the Bait, 
That courts "Fanatic to the Brink of Fate : Ki 
wy Nor leave the \ Weich, "ll 1 m determin'd "Kore 


"0 6.4 , * 11 


46 He Sor, to cut ach, 2 N. "Throat," f 
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— 
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. 


* een * . ah i ing bees 
| r 

Mia Clouds of Smoke t the Magic Band retir A. 
When, all at once, in mildeſt Glories dreſt, 

Beſore me ſtood, a her nly Form gonfeſt 

To draw ber Portrait all Deſcription. fails, A 
And weak the Fables of poetic Tales: | 
Een Ruphael here, - would find his Corring faint, 
And yet the Image dwells in ey San, 
0 "Wiki Looks benign, She caſt her Eyes around, 
- "Kee thus, addrefs'd my Trane profound: 


e if 1 BN F 


io 


NS e e ind 
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1 * 
1 
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* 
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* MonTAL '—In me behold the beſt of Friends, 
Nor flight the Counſel heav'nly Wiſdom ſends— 
« Dark and bewilder'd, haſt thou wander'd long, 
In Queſt of Phantoms, with the erring Throng, 
The barren Paths of 3/inded Reaſon trod, 
« A dreadful Stranger to thyſelf, and Gd; 
&* And ſtill to draw thee deeper in his Sxarer, 
The Prince of Darkneſs ev'ry Wile prepares: 
Such was the Viſſon paſs'd before thine Eyes | 
1 And ſuch the Malice of infernal Lies 


But lo! ſoft MERCY, ſmiling from above, 
&©& Crown'd with the Wreaths of Everlaſting Love! 
« Bids me impart a Maſſage to thine Ear, ; 
* Which damned Souls, Nen the World ta, 

hear : 


In HelP's dark boſom, fied» chant Light, 
« And gild the Horrors of eternal Night. 


vit, O Max nor dare an Hops Delay, 


Lo, Heav'n's Ambaſſador is on the Way ! 
* Throw down thy Weapons—ſupplicate for Peace, 
And meet Salvation on the PLains of Gzaacs! * 
* The Terms are fix'd, the Deed is ſeal'd with Blood, 
3 on the Ply: of God. 
Hear 


* 


=: 


« Hear this; O Rebel at thy PERIL hear 1 
Aa bleſs the Voice, that brings it 0 thine Ear.” 


She ſpake———1 "He aa E Sch ! 
Which ſtrait, She caugbt, and wafted to the Sky, 
Swift was her Paſſage to the Tele of Lig. 
And with her fled the Visroxs of the 445 
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7 THOMAS POWYS, Ef. 


\ Sx. 
J. theſe degenrate Day neh and Di 
fipation, when Volu ptuouſneſs es worſhiped 
with all the ardour Devotion by Millions of 
deluded Y otaries, and the Religion of Jesvs, 
With all her Heaven-born Charms, is diſregarded 
and ritticultd, unto <whom, Sir, ſhall T lift up | 
mine Eyes for Protection, while endeavouring to 
embark in her ſolitary Service hall I turn 
them to the gilded Roofs of Splendor and rg 


ficence? where her Divine Author hath ſo la- 


wiſhly diffuſed the Bounties of his Providence! 


and where his Munificence fands waiting (as it 
avere) at the very Threſhold of the Door, to catch: 


the grateful Emanations of the poſſeſſor's Heart, 


, they riſe towards Heaven: Or, Hall I direct 


my Attention to the low- roof d Cottage, and to 


"the humble Cell, 1 reputed Sanctuaries of 
Virtue 


4 
ö f 


| 


1 * s 
f 8 * * 
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that 


ſurrounds the peaceful Inhabitant, * as bis- 
© Situation in the economy of Society, has an admi-” 


rable tendency to obliterate Pride, and exalt his 
dans of the SUrxEME ExCELLENCE ! Of, mas 
turally atrracted towards the Centre of my Wiſhes, 
by thoſe difl inguiſhing Rays of Glory, ever reflefed 
from an emi Religious Character, — May I 
noi humbly preſume, Sir, (in this Night o of intel- 
lectual Darkneſe, ) ta take the ¶ iti 
friendly Light ? and, placing the following little 


| Porn beneath its faftering Influence, to . 


— 


ae 1. 


W creed 


e.. sda <tr) 8 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE followiog Pott t. the Subſtahct bf 2 
Narrative, which the Author keard ſroni | 

the Lips. of. an old: Inpian, a Native of the 
Province of Georgia, in Britiſh America ho, 
with many of his Countrymen, were Converted 
to the Chriſtian Faith, under the Preaching of 
that eminent Servant of C Go Dy the ny — 


WIL EF 


If 1 ene be aſked What was the Author's 
Reaſon for attempting to-drefs up a meer” Nar- 
rative, in the flowery Habit of Poetry?“ He 


- anſwers, That, (beſides an early Attachment to 


the Muſes, and a moſt paſſionate Fondneſs for 


that Species of Poetry denominated Paſtoral) he 


diſcovered in the Detail, ſuch an agrecable Spi- 
rit of Simplicity, ſuch a noble Zeal for Reli- 
gion, and ſuch an ardent Deſire to promote its 
Intereſt in the World; and all this! breathing 
D from 


; 

| 
3 
1 
_ 
1 
1 
1 
: 

| 
1 
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from the Heart of a newly-converted Savage, 


that he was ſtruck with Admiration at the Tri- 


umphs of Divine Grace, and without any Conſi- 
deration about the Modes of Compoſition, was ( 


in this Reſpect, intirely governed by the Im- 
n he then felt. 


ö th 
The AUTHOR, 
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THERE Feet Savannah * Mes thro? 
the Shade, | 8 
And woos the Poet for a penſive Ts | 
Oft” let me rove (by Contemplation led 
2 — the ne of a ge" 8 Day. 


There, deep ſequeſter'd ! in home friendly Grove, 
Where the high-waving Pines enamour'd meet, 

My Cares all huſh'd—my Soul attun'd to Love, 
Id fit me down at Mediration's Feet. 


Dear pendeful Shades, and doubly Dear to Me 
For fibre my Saviour firſt reveal d his Charms; 


- Mans: os River i in Georgia, from whenee 
the Capital of that Province derives its —_ 


D 2 | | Beneath - 


: 
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| ( 4 ) 
- Beneath the Shelter of yon” dreading Tree, + | 
A 


Wild as the Wilderpefs i in which 1 trod, 
* By Nature, ſtupid as the beſtial Trait: 
Loſt to Myſelf—a Stranger to my Gop, 
n 1 rs whe ay native Plain, 


But Heav'n decreed, and Heav'ns own time was 
Eternal Love! our Weſtern World ſurveys: 
Sends WHITEFIELD forth to call the Nations 
home; | ©) ag i 21 
And * on. Empire of hu Grace 


8255 8 was 3 ſpoke i in every Eye, 
And neto elt Paſſions pictur'd in each Face: 
| Tow rds Heav'n we * ys OI 
. Sigh! Fond win ) 1 
And caught the n 


New was, the Theme to our. atonifh'd Eary, 
Us, the poor Exiles of an out-caft Land: 


1 A large Tree, growing near the Town of Su 
a, vader which -the late Rev. Mr. Whitefeld, uſed 
- 91g If to Preach. 

But 


ut 


4 a 
But ſee ! at length the promis'd Day appears, 


) 


And Jxsus comes with Pardons in bis Hand. 


Amazing Thought! How boundleſs is his Heart * 


How wide the Empire of his Grace extends? 
Can Europe fill it? No, he claims a Part, 
From the firſt Dawn, to where the Sun deſcends. 


In che ſwift Chariot of eternal Love, | 


; Behold Hz comes! "Triumphant as a Xing: 


Proclaims Salvation from the Realms above, 


To diſtant iles—and bids the Nations Sing. 


Night flies His Preſence—- Heathen Darkneſs flies, 
And the bright Day: ſpring beams upon our Clime; 
For this! let Joy reſound through all the Skies, 


And ſwell to Rapture! all the Notes of Time. 


While, flows the vital Current of my Veins, 
And beats this Heart, within her narrow Cell, 


No other Theme ſhall Captivate my Strains, 


No other Language on my Lips fhall dwell. 


And O1 could I the charming Accents bear, 


(Like WarTteFIELD onee) to NEST Mil- 


lions round, 


D 3 


And 


„„ 

And feel TV Power, and fee TH V Glory there: Sw 
I'd ſpread Tux Name to Earth's remoteſt Wl _. 
bound. He 


Nor ſhould dividing Seas obſtruct my Courſe 
Inflam'd with Lowe I'd lean upon Tux Breaft, M 
. Driak of the Promiſe that reviving Source, 

And for Mount Zion's Sake refuſe to Reft. 


 Bleſt was the Day, and Glorious was the Light, 
When Fir Salvation ſounded on our Shore: 
Angels with Rapture! ſaw the wond'rous Sight, 
And up to Heav'n the joyful Tidings bore, 


The $pirit breath'd with ſuch immortal Farce, 
And flaſh'd Conviction with ſuch piercing Ray, F 
That (like ſome River in its rapid Courſe) | 

He Conguer d all that dar'd Oppoſe his Way, # 
How did our /able Sons from far and near, 

14 By Night, by Day, their cager Steps purſue? ! 
j | No Threats nor Dangers! ſtop'd their glad Career, 
4 *Twas Ixs us call'd, and Jes vs led them thro), 


| Sweet 


=> 


( 48 ) 
Sweet was the Scene! Delightful was the Hour ! 


When round the Prophet of the Lox p we ſtood, 


Heard him declare his Sa vioux's mighty Power, 
And tell the Virtues of his precious Blood. 


Methought the Rocks ſtood liſt'ning as heſpake, 
And bending Cedars deep attention gave; 
Twas Heav'n come down, *twas a new Morning 
break, | 
A Morn propitious to the captive Slave. 


But ah! what Sorrows mingled in the Train, 
When Catr'ry's Scenes were painted to our View: 

"Twas then our Boſoms 3/cd through ev'ry Vein, 
And Tears deſcended like the falling Dew. 


From Heart to Heart the pious Anguiſh ran, 

And Love and Pity ſwell'd the double Tide 

As o'er the Syffrings of the Croſi he ran, 
Still pointing up to Ixs v's wounded Side, 


* 


Did Mary Weep ?—Did the Diſciples Mourn ? 
Ves, near the Cro/5 they agonizing ſtood; 
With. ſuch Senſations were our Boſoms torn, 
And each Bapuiz'd in one refentant Flood. 


"Till 
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*Till all 755 Sons (elected) from afar, T 
Thy Sable Daughters from the Veſtern W orld ; 


Should hear the Trumpet of the Holy War, G 
And ſee the Enſign of the Croſs unfurl'd. 
Sweet Taſk /—but Ah! my feeble Nature fails, A 
Grace reigns within, but Age and Weakneſs 
round, 

*Tis all I can, to tell ſome falt ring Tales,— F 
How firff my SAv1ouR in theſe 1 Ids 1 found. 
Happ'ly my Sons“ have drunk the Heav'nly Dew, d 
And felt the Pow'r deſcending from above: | 

T' Inſtruct heir little Charge, is all I do, | 
And tell them Stories of Redeeming Love. 
Save, when perchance (for Mufng is my Pride) 


Some Evening fair invites me to the Shade, 


1 bend my Steps to ſweet Sawannah's Side, 
_ The choſen * 1 857 firſt my raus were paid. 


| ATwo of his Sons embraced Chriſtianity ſoon 
after their Father, and are now remarkable tor an 
exemplary Life and Converſation. 


There 


( 4s ) 
There, oft' delighted have I paſs'd the Day, 
And held with IEs us Intercourſe divine, 
Gaz'd on the Beams, that round His Temples play, 
Till my *rapt Soul was Dazzl'd with the Shine: 


And (if *twere Blameleſs to indulge the Claim) 


When Death propitious hath diſcharg'd his 
Truſt, | 


Fain would I Sleep near this thrice hallow'd Stream, 
Till the l Trumped animates my Duſt, _ 


Then! Chriſtian, then! the facred Morn ſhall rife, 
I Then, all the Kingdoms of the Ranſom'd come, 
Mount up in Triumph! through diſſolving Skies, 


And take Poſſeſſion of their promis d Home. 


Here ceaſe my Song—for who hath rent the Vall? 

Or dar'd to look within the Holy Place? 
Enough for Us, that Cxzi1sT will there reveal, 
' Tit' unclouded ons of His lovely Face. 


THE 


/ — = : 
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ö | 
Tas worthy and very reſpectable Gentle- Fr 
man to whom *the foregoing Poem was dedi- 
© cated, being called from this Vale of Tears 
while the Poem was in the Preſs, the follow- 
ing Elegy was publiſhed with the Poem. i V 
to —_—_— 


AN 


* 


3 


* 


E 5 E fel YL: 


Occafioned by the ſudden and juſtly lamented 
| Death of 


we 


THOMAS POWYS, Eſq; 
Who died at his Scat at Herdwick, near Shrewſbury, 
On Wedneſday the 14th of September, 1776. 


When sven Friends part, 
Tis the SUzvIvon dies 


NxouT THOUGHTS, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


LR A Pack and pungert Senſe of un- 
feigned Sorrow, the Author begs Leave to 


inform the Reader, that, whilſt the preceding 
Poem was in the Preſs, his ever generous and 


worthy PaTz on was taken away (from. a Life 


of extenſive Uſefulneſs, in both the Civil and 

\ Religious Community) by a fudden Stroke of the 

| Parahtic Kind; which, to the inexpreffible Loſs, 

and univerſal Concern of all ſuch as love Zion, 

« Shall be for a Lamentation,” tho* doubtleſs to 

the eternal Advantage, and ever-increaſing Rap- 
ture of his diſembodied Spirit. 
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ELEGY, 4 


3 


„ 


2 OM Life's ES and all that Plea 
4 ſure yields, 

te Thro' Berwick's Bow'rs, and Hardwick's bum- 
* ble Fields: 


id On drooping Pinions, lo! the Muſe retreats, 
To Cypreſs Groves and melancholy Seats : 


1 To deep- brown Shades, where ſolemn er 

* * _ reighs, | 

n Or only conſcious to the Loney s Strains: | 
he There, like ſome Turtle in the lonely Vale, | 


She penfive fits and tunes her dying Tale: 

While Severn rolls his plaintive Waves along, 

| In melting Murmurs, and invites the Song; 

— | R&-echoes back, from all his winding Shore, 

The Name of Powys bern. now no 
more! a 


3 For = 


63509) 

For ever dear! for ever grateful Name 5 

O! could my Numbers emulate thy Fame; 

Then ſhould 2% Forth, in living Colors riſe, 

Adorn my Page, and captivate the Wiſe! 

But why this Win? Le lives! It ſhines above 
In the bright Records of Eternal Love 

In that /eal'd Book, which Ixs us open'd wide, 

And mark'd with Blood, freſh r from 

Bis Side: 

Haſt thou not ſeen it ? (gentle Hiri ſay) | 

And look'd, and gaz'd thy raviſh'd Soul away? 

_. Kiſs'd the dear Signet of thy Saviour's Hand, 

Amongſt the Names where all his Jecbels ſtand ? 


But where, ah where, ſublimely would 1 rove: 
Fuirb drops her Plumes, and leaves me in the 
. Grove: 

To humbler Scenes, directs my trembling Eyes, 
And bids me trace HIM, in Nazcissa's Sighs! 

There, deep engraven oz her faithful B reaft, 

His Image ſtands, by all the Lowes impreſs'd ; 

Fills her fond Thoughts, in ev'ry Place appears, 

Twines round her Heart : ! and mingles vort h her 

Tears ! 
Nor 


1 
Nor, ſhall the Picture ever fade away, 

But open brighter, in the Blaze of Day; ; 
When her rap? Soul, ſhall feel the ſoft Diſmiſs, 
And meet HIM blooming in the Climes of Bliſs, 


Still would'ſ thou ſoar beyond created Things, 
And baſk in Æther, thine unhallow'd Wings? 
Raſh Mu/e! forbear, and as the Viſion fades, 
See! where PIE TAs beckons thro? the Shades: 
A ſolemn Sadneſs hangs upon his Face, 
And melting Accents iſſue from the Place: 
Hark! how he Groans ! and thus it ſtrikes mine 

WOE” + WER | 
*.L.ife, Friendſhip, Powys, are no longer here!“ 
But now, revers'd, methinks I hear him Cry, 
* Life! Friendſhip ! fer. / dwell above the 
Sky. 1 

Near the ſame Spot cticlting from a Storm,) 
I mark Religion in Dx Councy's Form: | 
See! where he ſtands, and with dejected Look, 


Turns o'er the Pages of 2 myſtic Boot; * 


»The Book of Divine Providence. 
l e . 4 & 


E -2 | A. nos 


" 
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A noble Firmneſs ming les with his Care, | 
He bears the Stroke, becauſe tis wwritten there: F 
Vet, now and then, he heaves the gentle Sigh ! 
And wipes the big Drop, trembling in his Eye: 
Marks where Nazc1sA fits, abſorb'd in Grief 
And flies impatient to afford Relief: 
Hard Taſk, alas! for who can heal the Heart; 
Save, HE that form'd it, with exquiſite Art ? 
Drew ſuch nice Fibres, thro' the feeling Soul, 


That, touch but One, and lo! it Strikes the 
LOS Whole! 


But, as I gaze around the ſolemn Shade, 
What Forms are thoſe, that mix in —9 4 
© Glade? * | 
In flow Proceſſion, lo! they move W 
Weakneſs, and Age, compoſe the helpleſs Throng: 
Some Lifp,their Anguiſh, others Moan aloud, 
And broken Accents. murmur thro' the Crowd, 
— Some guardian Angel whiſpers in mine Ear— 
« <« Theſe are the Poor, whom Pow Ys lov'd lo 
Gear! 
Sought out aſſiduous, from the bumble Shed, 
Cloath'd with his Bownty ! from his Table fed! 


Gare 


the 


der 


We 


(..53 
Gave the ſad Evening of their Days to run, 
In ſmoother Channels than they ſirſt begun; 
Elen Infants now, ſhall one Day bleſs hi, 


Name, 


| Rival the Muſe! and conſecrate his Fame.” 


But hark! methinks 1 * a diſtant Sound, 
Like ſome old Temple tott'ring to the Ground; 
Does Nature ſhake ? or ĩs it Michal calls? > 
No! Ziow groays ! thro? all her hallow'd 

Walls! 
In bitter Anguiſh tells her deep- felt Pains, 
And weeps the Loſ her Building now ſuſtains ; 
For, who like Pow vs, lov'd her ſacred Laus? 
Or glow'd more ardent to promote her Cauſe ? 
Before her Altars, brought a fairer Fame 
Or ſtood adoring with a purer Flame? 


And mult ſuch Stars, the Glory of her Courts, 
Her nobleſt Pillars, and her beſt Supports; 


— Muſt ſuch! who, next to that Almighty Hand, 


That rear d the Pile, and bid the Bailding ſtand ? 
Muſt theſe to Death become an early Prey, 

And leave us Mourning, in theſe Tents of Clay? 
£ 1 Yes, 


* © 00-2 
Ye, *twas decree'd, and who ſhall dare complain, 
Or blame one Link of God's eternal Chain ? 
Be Dumb for ever! and, as Mortals ought, 
Adore that M iſdom which confounds thy Thought! 
Myfi"ries like theſe, ſhall one Day be reveal'd, 
And more admir'd, becauſe they are conceaPd : 

A Pow vs, then, in Heav'nly Science Wife, 
| Shall ſpread the Plan, before thy wond'ring Eyes! Rut, 
Teach thee, juſt ent'ring on an Angel's Birth, 
What be hath learnt, fince diſengag d from Earth : 
"The Plot unravel, and the Scheme explore, 
Which Seraphs Worſhip, and which Saints Adore ! 
Till that bleſt Hour, at Refignation's Shrine, 
In Patience wait, and all thy Cares refign; 
Theſe Shades of Night, ſhall quickly paſs away, 
And Heav'n burſt on thee, in a Flood of Day! 


Wt bg. 0 * 
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: To 
en, 


HINK not Narciſa / we have Hearts of Stone, 
We catch your Sighs! and echo Groan for 
Groan 

But, what alas! is all created Art, 

o ſooth the Anguiſh of a hleeding Heart? -_ .. 
From richer Streams the healing Balm muſt flow, 
By Faith diſtill'd into the Breaſt of Woe. 


The Cauſe, we grant, whence your Affliction ſprings, 
Is ſuch as touches Nature's nice/# Strings: 
Tears the fine Fibres of the Soul in twain, 
„And proves the Syſtem of the Stoic vain: 
Een Faith reverb'rates at the deep- felt Wound, 
And all the Chriftian's in the Lover drown'd. 
But here, ah! here, how ſhall my Numbers paint, 
The living Huſband—or the dying Saint ? | 
How, draw the Picture, as it ſtrikes my View ? 
In Colours deep '—but deeper ſtill to You /- 
Tho? vain the Taſk! and here I droop behind, 
The riſing Inage ſtands before 7 our Mind. 


* 
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For O! HE was! — (and Heav'n confirms the Page) 
Too bright a Star! for this degen'rate Age: 
Too ripe: for Bliſs! to ſtay beneath thoſe Skies, 
Where Pleaſure fickens, and where Comfort dies; 
Where Hope's gay Pinions are no ſooner ſpread, 
But ſome fell Foe, lays the poor flutt'rer dead. 
And lo! in Mercy, and in boundleſs Grace 
7 gyus tranſports Him to the Realms of Peace: 
In one ſhort Moment bids his Cares remove, 
And opens wide the Viſions of his Love ! 
Gives Him to Drink at thoſe celeſtial Streams, 
Which wrapt the Prophets i in extatic Dreams; 
To range the Fields where breathe immortal Gales, 
And whiſp'ring Spirits tell their new-born Tales; 
To gaze, eternal, on thoſe Rays divine, 

Which round the Godhead / and the Manhood ſhine. 


Vet ill! methinks, with Pity in His Eye, 
One tender Glance He throws beneath the Sky, 


Marks all your Anguiſh, bids your Care ſubſide, 
Which ſoon ſhall fink in Fordar's friendly Tide, 
That Stream, whoſe Waves ſhall land yop on a Shore, 
Where adverſe Storms can never part Ton more. 


THE 


Beducer s DiſtraQed Confelige, | 
1 N 4 
POETICAL RHAPSODY 


4 


* A BROTHER or Tus KNIFE 


„ 


„ And as Paul reaſoned of nightcodihels, 
« Temperance, and Judgment io come, Felix 
« trembled.” Acts xxiv. 
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2 Unvazaiiy dene 
- what Quarter ſhall I fly for Refuge? Thou, 


O Nozopr! haſt patronized Thouſands—-be- 
neath thy Roof, however deſolate, let me for 
once hide my Head, and, till the Indignation 
be overpaſt, bleſs the Shades of Oblivion. 
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THE 
Seducer's Diſtracted Confeſſion, &c. 


— — 


—_— —_—_ 
— * 


6 Nous by by the Muſe! at length my Con- 
ſcience wakes! _ 
And in my Boſom rears her hiſſing A 
While keen Conviction, flaſhing dreadful Light, 
Brings all my Guilt, and all my Crimes to Sight, 
Before mine Eyes, till now with Scales oferſpread, 


2g What Forms appear, what Spectres ſhake the Head ? 
Ten thouſand Furies ſeem to croſs my Way, 


And grin, as eager to devour their Prey: 
Een F-—x's Father burſts the hallow'd Tomb, 
And all vindictive ſtalks acroſs the Room— 

| Knits his ſtern Brow, and with Diſtraction wild, 
Points to the Ruins of a once loy'd Child: 

Ah! what a Look now darted from his Eye, 
And ſtabb d my Breaſt with deep felt Agony? 

| ; 40g Faſt 


K K 
8 f k | "Faſt - his Side (as erſt in Life ador'd) 

br nor ſtands firm and waves a naked Sword, 
* ö N 

| 


Towerds me, the Cauſe that broke his laſt Repoſe, 
The Weapon turns—and kindles new felt Woes— 
O! wrethed State, what Terrors ſeize my Soul, 


What Lightnings flaſh, what horrid Thunders roll, 
What wild Convulfions ſhake my trembling Frame, 


And burn my Breaſt with ignominious Shame? 
For ah! how ſtrong, how deep that Guilt muſt dye, 
Which Lamps in Life and Death, our Infamy ? 


Perhaps, my Friend—if ſuch on Earth can be, 
Thy Heart-may heave one pitying figh for me: 
Ah na, too callous by Profeſſion grown, 

—: Eo OR o—s 


Tenobly. Born, and more ignobly Bred, 
Without one Tutor to the Heart, or Head, 
I blundered on—unmoy'd by Pity's call, 


| The generous Ox, which to his Maſter true, 
i | | Gives him his Toil, and feeds his luxury too, 
| 

| 
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I frequent fell'd—nor did the ſpotleſs Lamb, 


 Vindidtive 18 from it's frantic Dam— 
Excite 


And daily faw the firuggling Vidtims fal- 


eb> Sg angry FE 
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Darts chro my Soul--and loud for Vengeance cries! 


( 61 * ? * % . 
Excite one ſoft Emotion in my Mind. 
As ſtretch'd he threw a dying Look. yy — 
Harden'd at length, by Scenes like theſe o «Fa, | 
Towards bigher Game my Thoughts were bent at 
For Avarice ſtill, whate'er my lips confeſt, [laſt 
Deſpotic! reign'd ſole Tyrant o'er my Breaſt. 
Ehe Eaſtern World, ſeem'd fitteſt for my View, 
And, .in one Night, a-thouſand Slaves I flew A 
Een Nabobs trembled in that fancied Hour, 
And Wealth came ruſhing in a golden Shower. 


Thus, ſtimulated by the Luſt of Gain, 

And ſteel'd with Cruelty, I eroſs'd the Main ; 
The Sun beheld me blot his orient Climes— 
Ripe for Deſtruction, teeming big with Crimes ;— 
What Spoils I won, by Treach'ry and by Art, 
(For real Courage never touch'd my Heart) 
What blopdy Schemes—could I the Danger ſhun, - 
Thro? all my Orders and Directions run, 
Are known to Heaven, whoſe penetrating Eyes, 


Bred thus, and tyror'd—in ill-fated Hour, 


Fon, became the Subject of my Power —» 
i F With 


My . e 5 ( 62 ) 

With facred Charge my Mandates to obey, 

A tender Parent threw his Child away— 
His open Breaſt, unpractis' d in Defign, 
By his own generous Feelings, meaſur'd mine: 

' Lull'd in that Moment, each Suſpicion flept, 
Which Angels, if they ſaw, ſure Angels wept ; 
Far better, ſure, if Heaven had fo ordain'd —— 
Some ſavage Tyger had the Taſk ſuſtain d. 


N 
N 
A 
B 
N 
C 
7 
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Beneath my Roof, and more malignant Eye, 
Her Charms unfolded, but to Bloom and Die: 
'Luſt, that rank Mildew, ſciz'd my ev'ry ſenſe, 
And in black Hour I blaſted Innocence, 

Down at my Feet the vanquiſh'd Victim fell, 
But in that Struggle rous'd the Fiends of Hell; 

E'en now I feel their unrelenting Rage, | 

Scorch ev'ry Nerve that trembles o'er the Page: 

Nor yet content I ſtrove by curſed Art, 

To fix ten thouſand Daggers in her Heart: 

Where e'er I went, proclaim'd her injur'd Name, 
And, tho? the Guilt Was mine, gave her the Shame. 


Win now remaine? A wrndked u 
Am doom'd, tho' in my native Land, to fly: 
OR ot 8 No 


of 


1 | 
No friendly Roof will now expand the Door, 
No ſocial Welcome greet me as before : | 
A dark, dull Miſcreant! with a fawning Face, 
But enter'd then the Manſion to diſgrace 
Nor will the World diſpenſe with Crimes like mine, 
Obnoxious both to Human and Divine, | 
Thus, cloſe beſet, which ever Way I turn, 
The Sword of Juſtice ſeems a-freſh to burn, 


Curſt be the Hour of that deteſtod Day, 
Which ſaw my abject Soul inhabit Clay; 
And ſtill returning with revolving Skies, 

At length beheld a Human Monſter riſe : 

Such now I view my tainted Boſom prove, 

A Hell of Luft, without a Spark of Love ; 

O! that each Wretch, with Principles like theſe, 
Might in Abortion's Lap for ever freeze : 


Noe'er into Life i it's vile Exiſtence thruſt, 


To feel the dire Effects of lawleſs Luſt 
E'en now the Flame which pallid Fear ſurveys, 
Drinks up my Moifture, and conſumes my Days: 
The Sun's broad Beam but all my Deeds arraign, 


And Night's dark Gloom brings Horrors 1 in her 
Train. 


Tad | Where 


| Ho, Of 

Where ſhall I fly ?—No Covert can I find, 
* Guilt ſtands before me, Vengeance ſtalks behind: 
Environ'd thus, my Soul in dark Deſpair, 
Looks round in vain, no. Ray of Comfort's near: 
Hope, that ſweet Pilgrim! to the virtuous known, 
Spreads her ſoft Plumes, nor will a Caitiff own.— 

Thus, if my tortur'd Conſcience deems aright, 
The Culprit ſnudders at the Judge's ſight, 
And, as he hears the awful Sentence due, 
Sees Cords, and Gibbets, riſing in his View. 


But what's all this! to that eternal State, 
Where Adamantine Chains ſhall fix my Fate? 
Where the dread Judge ſeen now in Fancy's Eye- 
Tremendous View! ſhall poiſe his Scales on high: 
Againſt true Merit weigh my worthleſs Name, 
Light as the Bubble trembling on the Stream, 
While ſhouting Angels, at the Signal given, 
Shall loud applaud the Righteouſneſs of Heaven; 
And as I fink to Shades of endleſs Night, 
Behold my Fall, and triumph at the Sight: 
While long on Earth to Infamy conſign'd, | 
My Name ſhall live the Curſe of all Mankind. 


_ Miſ- 
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a Miſcellaneous Pieces. 


O D 
For the Thirty-firſt of DECEMBER, 1773. 


NATCH'D from the Ruins of the Flood, 
And thrown into the Lap of Time, 


See! where another YEar begins to bud: 
8 The early Promiſe of a future Prime. — 
h; But ſay, my Muſe, canſt thou inter the laſt? 
Yet ſtand unmov'd, the Fun'ral Rites to ſee? . 
Nor throw one grateful Look on all that's paſt : 
On all the laviſh Hours beſtow'd on thee ? 
; Forbid the Thought! ye gen'rous Pow'rs of Verſe ; 
And O! aſſiſt, their Numbers to rehearſe 
For ſure the Song the grateful Song is due 
To Heav'n, all gracious ! as the Moments flew. 
SexrNG! joyous led thee, thro her flow'ry Sweets, 
Where the young Loves and Graces ſtray ; 
593 | Where 


( 66 ) 


Where raptur'd Damon (all enamour'd) meets 
5 His bluſhing Delia, at the Dawn of Day: 


There thou, conceal'd, didſt mark the whole, 


And ſaw their ſoft Exchange, of Soul, for Soul! 


Nor did the Summer e er refuſe 
To wave a Chaplet for thy Head : 
With tender Care ſhe nurs'd the fainting Muſe ; - 


And all her balmy Breezes round thee ſpread: 


* . et : « * 
Her Groves and Fountains, cool, and clear, 


Were open'd wide, thy ſult ry Hours to chear. 
—Smiling! at length, the golden Autumn came, 


Rich with the Spoils that thro' the Seaſons roll; 


Autumn ! propitious to the Poet's Flame, 
: When Frenzy ſhakes his Soul; 


lis then! in Viſions, and inſpiring Dreams, 


Eptranc'd he hes, by Attic Streams; 
Or, ſtarting up! in wild Surpriſe! 


Sublimely ſoars, with Pinder, to the Skies. 
And thou, old Hater, laging in the Rear, 


Did'it not refuſe her fimple Notes to hear; 
On 7udahb's Plains her artleſs Lyre was ſtrung; 
But ah ! how cold, how languid was rhe Song N 


On ſuch a Theme] the Fire of Heav'n ſhould glow ! 
And rival Angels, as the Numbers flow, But 
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But where, O Muſe? thus wand'ring wide, 
Were all the Bleſſings of the“ IEAR, for Thee? 

No— Millions quaſh'd the generous Tide, 
Which Heaven's Benevolence pour'd out fo free 
Then, let one gen'ral Peal, of Praiſe reſound, 
Till Nature's vaulted Roofs return the Sound! 

But while I look at Scenes behind, 

And mark the Moments fled, 
The new born YEAR, juſt unconfin'd, | . 
Lifts up it's Infant Head ;— 

Be huſh'd ye Winds—ye angry Storms ſubſide ; 
And let fair Peace ! the ruling Planets guide. 
— Thus, may the circling Hours, propitious move, 
And thy firſt Seaſon, Spring, be crown'd with Love; 
May Summer's Glory richly paint the Soil, 
And pregnant Autumn, well reward our Toil; 
While Winter, wrapt in Froſt and Snow, 
Keener ! ſhall make the Fire of Friendſhip glow : 
For Heaven, for ever bounteous ! ever free 
Hath ſurely giv'n the ſocial Hours to thee. 
—And Ol may Britain, once her bleſt Retreat, 
Again ſee Y:;rine ! on her vacant Seat, 
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EPIGRAMICAL LINES, 
ER FOR THE | 


NEW YEAR, 1774. 


8 LY ſweet in Luthian Meaſures, 
Whitehead * ſooths the Soul to Pleaſures— 

Pleaſures, ſuch as Morph' us brings, 

When he comes on leaden Wings. 


Drowſy, lo! he ſtrikes a Key, 
Such as ſuits himſelf, and me : 
Buch, as makes the new-born Year, 
' * Darker, than the old appear. ' 


Riſe with Luſtre, mighty Bard, 

Kings thy appiate Strains regard, 
Strains, that lull their Souls to Sleep, 

Whilſt bleeding Nations round them Weep. 


* Poet-Laureat to the King ; whoſe Ode for the 
New Year being conſidered a wretched Perform- 
ance, occaſioned theſe Lines to be written, and 
which appeared in one of the Public Prints, | 
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8˖, Addreſſed to a Wife, but not by a Modern Huſband. 


WuxV on thy Boſom I recline, 
Enraptur'd ſtill to, call thee mine, 
To call thee mine for Life ! 
I glory in the ſacred Ties, | 
(Which;modern Wits and Fools deſpiſe) 
Of Huſband and of Wife. 
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One mutual Flame inſpires our Bliſs, - 
The tender Sigh! the melting Kits ! 
Een Years have not deſtroy'd ; 
Some ſweet Senſation ever new 


Springs up—and proves the Maxim true, 
That Love can ne'er be cloy'd. 


Have I a Wiſh? is all for thee,. 
Haſt thou a Wiſh? 'tis all for me, 
So ſoft our Moments move, 
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the That Angels look, with ardent Gaze 1 
80 (Well pleas'd to ſee our happy days) | 


And bid us live and love! 


If 


E 

II Cares ariſe, (and Cares will come) 
Thy Boſom is my ſofteſt Home, 

| I lull me there to Reſt: 

And is there aught diſturbs my Fair? 

I bid her figh out all her Care; 

And loſe it in my Breaſt, 


Have I a joy? *tis all thy own, 

| For thine and mine, are all but one; 

| Our Hearts ate ſo entwin'd, 

That, like the Ivy round the Tree, . 
Bound up, in cloſeſt Amity, | 

| *Tis Death to be disjoin'd. 


—— 


_ 


HYMN to the DEITY. 


3 Three in One and One in Three! 
My Thoughts are ſwallow!d up in ms 
O! Thou myſterious ir! | 


Before all Worlds—before all Days —— 
Before Archangels tun'd thy Praile, | 
Thy Godhead beam'd effential Rays! 

. , Great 


6 
Great Fount' of uncreated Light! 
Before Thy Beams the Sun is Night! 
And Reaſon ſhrinks to Darkneſs quite 


| Great Source of Life — Paternal Tree 


All Beings, cluſt'ring, hang on Thee, 
And feel thy rip'ning Energy! 


Thou art the Spring of Joy confeſt ! 


Whence kindling Rapture fires the Breaſt, 


Of all who in Thy Preſence reſt! 
A Sea of Love! without a Shore, 


Whoſe Streams, thro* Worlds unnumber'd pou? 


In Oceans —yet ſtill running o'er: 


Thou the Great Spirit !—Thou the Soul 


Of Syſtems, which around Thee roll, 
Thy Animation fills the Whole. 


Centre of Bliſs Eternal Mind 


In Thee! are ſuch Perfections join'dy Wh 


| They ſtrike adoring Mortals blind, 


But ill my Soul aſpires to Thee! 
No other reſting Place I ſee, 
O! Thou unfathom'd Deity * 


* 


CH) 
Tranſlation of a celebrated F rench Sonnet, 
nn 85 ve * tes Bremen, 255 


6 Tae. Gop! Thy Ways are juſt 15 — 
Tranſcendant Goodneſs centres all in Thee 
But ah! my Crimes ariſe to ſuch a Height, Ps 
Jane is A if thou pardon'ſt me. 


Yes, Lopn-—the DG of my Sins. are 7 1 
That even Mercy prompts the vengeful Blow, 
Declares, thy Wrath can never burn too much! 


Nor fall too weighty on ſo vile a Foe: © EY 


Since then tis Glorious! ſound the nad prowl 

Frown at my Tears, reject my broken Sighs; — 
'Tis Time to ſtrike !—to lift thy thund'ring Arm, 

And eruſh the Wretch that dar'd reſiſt the Skies. 


Tremb'ling I fall yet falling own Thee juſt, 
Bow down my Head beneath thy lifted Rod, 
But where, ah! where, ſhall thy loud Thunders burſt? 


[ 


Or Light'nings ſtrike ! what's bath'd in Ned, | 


Blood ? 
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0 Mighey Love! dhe Themeof Heav'aly Ni 
The conſtant Burthen of celeſtial Songs ; 


1 Thy Heights! and Depths! how thall/a Mortal fing? 
2 When Angels faulter, while they touch the String. 
Before the Heav'ns were fram'd, or Planets glowid, 
Thy ſacred Delling was the Breaſt of Goo 
Twus thou at firſt, did'ſt move ch Erernal Mu, 
3 To form that wond*rous Plan! which faves Mankind; 
For none but Love! beyond Conception high! 
Could prompt a God, to groan! to bleed! and die! 
Could ſtir up Pity in his boundleſs Heart, 
a To aft the Suff rers', and the SAaviove's Part, 
J To ſeave the Boſom df his Father, Gov? © 
And dye his Garments, in the Field of Blood; 
Swim thro? a Sea of Wrath, where Lightnings flaſh'd, 
\ Where Thunders roll'd, and furious Billows daſh'd ! 
To ſtand alone amidſt contending Storms; 
The Rage of Devils! and infernal Forms : 
. — This ! ſprang from Love Triune ! the myſtic Three 
Cbucur dere mov*d—FEfential Love, by Thee. 


G But 
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But O! Thou art—what Language can't expreſs,— 


And while I mean to Praiſe, I make thee leſs ;'—— 
Thou aft a Fountain! always running o'er— | 

A Sea! without a Bottom, or a Shore: 

A fathomleſs Abyſs! a vaſt Profound! 


Where Angels Thoughts are ſwallow'd up & drown'd; 


Thou art a pure, an uncreated Fire! 
Still everlaſting !. tho the Worlds expire, 

An inexhauftleſs Source, that can't decay, 
-;Kindling thro' Heaven, Infinitude of Day.— 
Thy Beams muſt laſt, in full meridian State! 
To unknown Ages—an Eternal Date. 


Bleſtl is the, Man who feels thy Pow't Divine ! 
His Soul fhall flouriſh, like the ſpreading Vine. 


EI. E. 
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E L E G * 
On the Death of a favourite Dog, called Daapex ; 
Late the Property of a Gentleman at Oxford. - 


EE! what ſad Ruin ſpreads the Realms of Death, 
Wide as the Seas! and boundleſs as the Earth 
Nor Dogs, nor Cats, his Iron Breaſt can move: 
Nor all the whimp'ring Cries of Canine Love, — 
The Dog of Parts! (however fam'd and great) 
Muſt own his Empire and ſubmit to Fate! 
The ancient Spaniel, and the pregnant Bitch, 
Alike are blended in one common Ditch. | 
— Theſe ſerious Truths thy Friends ſhall long gdeplores 
Once faithful Draper Draper now no more! 
No more? alas! that parting Word how fad! © 
Ye Puppies yelp !—ye aged Curs run Mad! 
See l fee him borne down Ifis* filver Tide, 
That claſſic Stream, where learned Dogs reſide, 
Tho? none more honeſt, mare fincere than he 
Who copy'd Nature, and who honour'd me; ; 
Then, if thou can'ſt'the guſhing Tear refrain, 
Thy Heart i is harder than the Bull-Dog's Chain ! 
| | of Toon For, 


| E 

5 For, who that ſaw his Fun'ral paſs along, 

In gloomy Pomp*, amidſt the gazing Throng, 

(When the rough Barrow, in a rumb' ling Tone, 

At every Gutter gave a decper Gr!) 

But heav'd a Sigh? to honeſt Draper's Fall, 

Or ſhed a Flood of Tears, againſt ſome Wall! 1 

— But what avails ? the fatal Stroke is Oer, | 

. And Draper ſleeps amongſt the Doge aeg 0 
Vet if the Muſe prophetic Pow 'rs poſſeſs, | * * 
(And where's the Muſe but boaſts him more bes ?) 

He yet ſhall riſe, on ſome warm Summer 's Day, | 

When full blown Maggots animate his Clay, 

And, wond'rous Change ! the new Creation ſpread, 

In buſy Crowds, around their wat ry Bed. x 


Then ceaſe my hs Dr aper's: Death hemail, 
Draper:Omaorels ! ſhall wing n Drager's Tail, 


More Ceremony was obſerved « on this Occakion, than 
1s uſual i in ſuch Caſes, 
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99 
A PETITION to NEPTUNxE. 


VOD of the Wat'ry World, regard 
| The Supplications of a Bard, 
Who only breathes, what thouſands now implore 1 
Stretch forth thy Trident o'er the Deep, 
Huſh the rude Blaſt, bid Tempeſts ſleep, 
And guard our Plaſſey to his native Shore: 


May Cynthia ſmile—may proſp'rous Gales 
Gently expand the ſwelling Sails, 
And roſey Health come ſporting in the Train ! 
While, as the Veſſel glides along, 
Let Sea Nymphs chant the coral Song, 
And Echo waft it through thy vaſt Domain, 


So ſhall old Salop's Walls reſound,  . 
And Severn bear the grateful Sound, = 


In pleafing Accents down her flow'ry Sides ; 


Till the Atlantic Ocean hears, 
And pours the Mufic in thine Ears, kW 


0! Neptune God ver all the rolling Tides. 


Gz _- VIRTUE: 
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VIRTUE: An O D k. 
| (Inſeribed to Maſter 1— —9 


| " "iow reſtleſs, roving Mind, 
Various as the ſhifting Wind, 
Still in queſt of ſomething new. 


| Never pleas'd with what's in View : 

Tell me whence this Love of ranging, 
Why thou always thus art changing ? 
Doſt thou ſay, poor flutt'ring Thing, 

+ | That ev'ry Pleaſure hath a Sting; 
That all the Joys which court thy Sight, 
When taſted yield thee no Delight ? 
That *midſt the flow'ry Scenes below, 

No real Comfort deigns to grow ? 

Ther liſten for a Moment's Time, 

Truth has ere now been told in Rhyme. 
The Muſe did once as well as thee, 

In queſt of dreary Phantoms flee, ' , 
But quickly dropt her mad Career, 
When Virtue's heav'nly form drew near: 

She came—all ſacred Goddeſs hail ! 

Wrapt in a ſweet celeſtial Veil, 24G Bur 
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But thro? each waving Fold was ſeen 
. A Shape divine! a heav'nly Mein! 
Her glowing Beauties on me ſtole, 
And quite-o'erpower'd my raviſh'd Soul! 
Grace, ever mild, beam'd in her Eyes, 
And Truth, fair Offspring of the Skies, 
Stern . Juſtice, tho? of Brow ſevere, 
Was ſoften'd into Pity there, 
While Mercy tender as the Dove, 
Bedimpl'd all her Cheeks with Love: 
Smit with her Charms, and borne AWAY, 
To her alone I tune the Lay; 
10 her, my tremb'ling Notes. ariſe, | 
When firſt the Morning gilds the Skies, | 
And joins the Lark, whoſe vocal Strains, 
Soft warbling ſhakes th' etherial Plains; 
And when the Shades of Night prevail, 
I catch ſweet Philomela's Tale, 
While filent Nature all around, 
Stands lining to the ſolemn Sound ; 
And thus, when Nights and Days are o'er, 


When Seaſons keep their Courſe no more, 
When old Creation feels Decay, 


And all but Virtue melts away, 
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To her In tune the golden Lyre, 
Amidſt the laſt conſuming Fire, 


In Triumph mount above the Blaze, 
And baſk eternal in her Rays. 


ee 
Compoſed during a FIT of IILXESs: 


Or rather, in the diftant Proſpect of a Recovery. 


MERGING from the Shades of Death, 
f How ſhall the Muſe reſume her Lays ? 
How tune her faint, her falt'ring Breath, 

To Notes of Gratitude and Praiſe ? 


Nature oppreſs'd—and all her Pow'rs 
Still weak and languid, ſtrive in vain ;— 
Fancy retreats to happier Bowers, 
Where Pleaſure prompts th enraptur'd Strain. 


No more my Eye delighted roves, h 
Where Spring her flow'ry Sweets diſcloſe ; 
No more I tread her cooling Groves, 


Nor on her balmy Couch repoſe. _ | p 
8 ar 
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Far other Scenes for me remain, 
Scenes, gloomy as the Shades of Night; 
Action with her meagre Train, 
For ever ſwim before my Sight. 


— Pale Sichne/5, (Nature's deadly Foe) 
And piging Azgui/b hourly kill, 
The tardy Blood forgets to flow, 
15 And half the Springs of Life ſtand ſtill. 


The ſullen Night the tedious Day 

An undiſtinguiſh'd Maſs appear; 

Hope ſpreads her Wings and flies away, 
And even Patience dps a Tear! 8 


* 


Theſe are the Scenes reſerv'd for me. 
Vet ſhall my heart one Effort tr; 

Pl look thro” all! Great Gop, to Thee,— 
— There Paith ſhall fix her  Keadfaſt Eye; | 


PTY. {it 


Not ſhall this Anchot of my Soul, 
| (Caſt on a Rock) be ever mov'd, 
The), Tempeſts riſe, and Billows roll, 
- *Twill bear the Shock, and, ſtand. approy'd. 


Al 
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DESPAIR and HOPE. 


Written after a ſevere ILLNESS: 
WY HEN © on the Verge of Life I ſtood, | 
And diſtant Scenes ſurvey'd : 
What ſtrange Senfations ! chil'd my Blood, 
And round my Heart- ings play'd? 


N ature appall'd, ſhrunk back tow rds Time, 
And ev'ry Fibre ſtiain d. 

Faith ſlept—nor once beheld that Clime, 
Where Souls are entertain d. | 


Not ſo the Gulph of grim Deſpair, 
There Horrors writh'd in Flame, 

Mine Eyes were turn'd for ever there! 

And Tremb'lings ſhook my Frame. 


Ten thouſand Thunders ſeem'd to roll,” 

And angry Light'nings play: 
Exiſtence ſhudder'd through my Soul, 
And almoſt burſt the Clay. 


0 dreadful Scene! Where could ſhe fly, | 
No Wings of Hope to ſpread ? FA 

No Mercy beam'd acroſs the Sky, . 

| But Vengeance ſtream'd with red. 


E. 
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The Vital Flame afraid to ſtart, 
And tempt this wrathful Main ; 
Strove, in ſome lab'rinth of the Heart, 
To hide herſelf, in vain, 


Her conſcious Eye too plainly ſaw, 
No ſecret Place could hide: 

Juſtice look d thro? the broken Law, 
And at each Look ſhe dy'd! 


But 'twas a living Death—and O!— 
Who can that Anguiſh bear ? 

'Tis Hell !—tis all that Devils know, 
"Tis Conſcience in Deſpair. 


Here let me pauſe—and turn my Eyes, 
(Thought labors here too much) 

And view ſoft Mercy from the Skies, 

Deſcend, with healing Touch: 

Three Drops of Ixsv's Blood it bore, | 
O Sov'reign! Sov'reign Balm !— 

And firaight the Thunders ceas'd to roar, 
And all within was Calm, 


; "LINES 


And Plots contriv'd endugh to ſhake the World! 


( 84 ) 
LENS, 


Written on the honorable Acquintal of a reſpeCtabl 


Perſon, charged with Felopy. 
HEN Malice prompts, and Een a aims 
the Blow. 
Say—Who ſhall combat ſuch a NED Foe? 
Who, ſtand unmov'd where Poiſon d Darts are 
hurl'd? 


With Brow ſerene, and with a fitigle Arm, 
Tis thine O 77uth, to meet the dread Alarm, 
To ſtand the Fury, turn the Shafts aſide, 


And ſpread the Triumphs of thy Conqueſt wide, 


By ſuff' ring much, exalt thy ſpotleſs F. ame | 
But brand thy Foes with Infawy and Shame. 


And thus, 0 an dne woch. i 
meet) : "V= 
*Twas thine, 'of late, to conquer; vaſe 0 
To ſhew Mankind, in ſpite of envious hate, - 
A Name unblemiſh'd and a Brew elate: 
To riſe Superior and around to tell, 
That 7 Faro ſhall ſtand when Malice ſinks to Hell. 
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To . 
— * | ; | W 
| | Ps the World may think me mad, 
(Or elſe in Love and that's as bad) 
8 When I reveal my boundleſs Pride, 


Which never yet was fatisfy'd. 


id! No, had I all thoſe Heaps of Gold, 
By Craſus hoarded up of old; | 

» And join'd to theſe, the Eaſtern Shore, 

I till ſhould wiſh, and ſigh for More. 


Was all that Fame, which Honor pays, 
5 Around the Shrine where Plaſſey lays, 

I Transfer'd to me—tho? rich the Store! 
My ſoul would ſtill be fir'd for More. 


| Were all the Nymphs, divinely Fair! 
Who breathe the ſweet Salopian Air, 


To offer me—what all adore ! | 
Tho oy the Boon, I'd aſk for More. 


W ee 
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O PTHORN E: 


A PotTical EssAx. 


HV Beauties, Copthorne! reſcu'd from the Waſte, 
Of wild Diſorder, by the Hand of Taſte, 
I Sing, nor ſhall my Numbers flow in vain, 


If Genius prompt, and Pro—7t read the Strain, 


See vonder Deſert, dreary and forlorn, 
Spread it's bare Surface to the riſing Morn ; 
In vain the Sun his genial Warmth extends, 
Or Show'rs prolific, on the Plain deſcends z 
No ſmiling Verdure, lives along the Mead, 
No Virgins Dance, no Shepherd tunes his Reed; 
A vaſt wild Waſte, the aching Eye ſurveys, 
Where Fancy ſtartles, as alone ſhe ſtrays : 
No Hut nor Shelter, but one humble Shed, 

8 And that, for Wretchedneſs to hide it's Head; 


Vet eꝰen to this, the Muſe muſt Homage pay, 
In Name, at leaſt, the Subject of her Lay. 8 


Such, ones was Copehorne, deem'd a barren Soil, 
And paſs d neglected by the Hand of Toil; 


ate, 
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Induſtry ficken'd on the ruſſet Hill, 
And Art ſtood doubtful of his Magic Skill; 
Till Pri rifing—with ſuperior Pow'rs! 
Woo'd plaſtic Nature, from her Woodbine Bowrs : 
The Nympb, attentive, heard the Yows he made, 
And, all Creative! ifſu'd to bis Aid.— y 


Hence, now, delighted thro' thy Fields 1 ſtray, | 
O Copthorne ! lovely as the new-born Day: 
Or, rove enamour'd where thy bending Trees, 
Unfold their Foliage to the whiſp*ring Breeze ; 
There loit'ring ſweetly paſs the vacant Time, 
In ſerious Mufing—or 1 in ſportive Rhyme ; 
While to my Lays the rural Scenes reſound, 
And Sylvan Nymphs trip lightly o'er the Ground. 
And here, full oft—if ſo the Muſe may gueſs, — 
To taſte the Pleaſures of the ſtill Receſs, 
In ſtudious Thought (the buſy World behind) 
Thy Patron gives a Solace to his Mind, 1 
Treads thro thoſe Haunts, which ¶ iſdom calls herowng 
And woo's the Goddeſs, on her ſilent Throne: 
Nor woo's in vain— for, as I ſhiſt my Theme, 


2 wars, their Of5pring, down by vonder Stream: 


H 2 There, | 
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There, Art triumphant! over Nature reigns, 
And thirty Lands, are turn'd to liquid Plains: 
Sweetly convolv'd betwixt two riſing Grounds, 
The Rains invited lodge in proper Bounds, 
Let fo contriv'd, that winding in their Courſe, 
The Stream ſeems pointing to a diſtant Source; 
Till loſt at length the mazy Tide retreats, 
To thick-wove Coverts, and impervious Seats ; 
Where nightly warb'ling to the dying Gale, 
'Lorn Philomels tunes her love-fick Tale; | 
And where, perchance, (if fabl'd Lore be ae) 
The Fairies Bathe them in the Midnight Dew: 
= Thus 4e and Nature hold a doubtful Strife, 
s well the Picture riſes into Life. | 


. | My Fancy flies to where the Building ſtands: + 

Here, many a Beauty yet remains unſung, 

| | That claims the Genius of a Pope, or porn —& 

a By Probert rais'd—(on no imperious Plan, 

But ſuch as ſpeaks rue Dignity in Man,) 

The Villa ſtands amidſt a lone Retreat; 10 

The * where Wiſdom finds her fav'rite Seat, 
Where 


But now (flow wing'd) acroſs the blooming Lands, 
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Where Folly ſeldom dares to ſhew her Face, 
Leaſt ſtern Reflefion, drive her from the Place: 
No gaudy Strokes of Aﬀectation glare, 
Yet, all's Convenient, Elegant, and F, air, 
A pleafing Neatne/5 regulates the Whole, 
Features expreſſive of the Founder's Soul. 


But here my Muſe, what Numbers can be found, 
To paint the varied Landſkips all around? 
Which ever Way the raptur'd Eye we bend, 
Freſh Proſpects open and new Scenes extend. 


Cloſe in thy Boſom, bending o'er his Tide, 
Old Salop riſes with ſuperior Pride; 
Looks down indignant on the Slaves of State, 


And calls them Fools however rich or great; 
Aſſerts his RIGHTS, in theſe corrupted Days,. — 
And crowns his Hero! with immortal Bays. 


But (turning round) new Wonders ſtrike our View, 
And cloud-capt Mountains w1ap their Heads in blue: 
To charm the Sight—like Pyramids they rife, 
Till the laſt Summit props the leaning Skies: 

|, 3%; TS 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Een Cambria's Hills are mingled in the Throng, 

Wild and uncouth but not unknown to Song: 

Witneſs, ye Annals of eternal Fame ; 


That well record Charafacus's Name. 

On yonder Mountain, Rome beheld the Hour, 
When Britons ſcorn'd to be the Slaves of Pow'r ; 
No idle Drops that bloody Day were ſpilt, 
Exceſs of Valour was their only Guilt! 

Nor blame the Brave—when Freedom is the Prize, 


Heroes may fall—but tis the Captive dies. 


From ſuch a Conduct may our Boſoms glow, 
And treat Oppreſſion as our common Foe ; 
Till Slav'ry ſhrinking from our Ile withdraws, 
And Heav'n-born Freedom guards our injur'd Laws. 


Thus, have I ſtrore—but ah! how vainly ftrove ? 

4 | To tune my Pipe, in Copthorn's hallow'd Grove : 

= Perhaps ſome Bard, who feels the Fire of Verſe, 

| And better {kill'd thy Beauties to rehearſe, 

4 May touch the Stops, ſo ſweet, ſo bold, ſo free! 

I "Twill charm thy Probert's Ear—and reſcue me. 
| 


_ 
5 3 
1 / 
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To FORTUNE. 


Fox TUNE! coy, as coy can be, 

To half the World, as well as me: - 
What Magic Art—(as yet conceal'd) - | 
Did B-——y uſe to make Thee yield? 


Perhaps he ſwore—if thou wert kind 
To open wide his gen'rous Mind: 
T' extend his Bounty to the Poor, 
And plant Compaſſion at his Door: 
To aid th*. afflicted, —nor refuſe 
'This humble Tribute of my Muſe, 


Or didit thou, like ſome modern Fair, 
Prevent thy Suitor's ardent Pray'r? 
Without Reſerve, ruſh to his Arms, 

And give him all thy World of Charms. 


Nat ſo to me—T're woo'd thee long, 
In fimple Proſe, and artleſs Song: 
But ah! *tis all in vain I fear, 


No Twenty Thouſand greets mine Ear: 


My 
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My warmeſt Wiſhes are but vain,— 
Thy Daughter * marks me for her Train: 


There let me Walk—if fo *tis meet, 
(Religion makes her Service ſweet,) 
And if ſometimes, ſhe ſcourge her Slave, 
Pl caſt a Glance at yonder Grave; 
There, ſhall my Cares be done away, 
And 1, as bleſt as Bo——-'s Clay. 
Be Ng. Forts. 


A N 
ANTIQUATED EPITHALAMIUM. 


N O fabl'd God, no Pagan Power, 


My Muſe invokes to grace her Theme ; 


The genial Feaſt, the Nuptial Hour, 
Stands honor'd by a nobler Name: 


For God Incarnate ſeal'd the RITE, divine, 
When Can an's bluſhing Waters turn'd to Wine: 
O! may his ſpotleſs Virtues fire my Breaſt, 
Refine my Thoughts, and on my Numbers ref: : 
So 


80 
At 
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So ſhall the Ear of Innocence approve ; 
And rigid Virtue X/ the Lips of Love. 


When Time, as yet a Child, advanc'd 
O'er Eden's Groves, the Moments danc'd ; 
The Sun, reluctant, clos'd the Day, 
The Hours, unwilling, roll'd away: 
 *Twas all a Scene divinely fair; 
And Angels oft? reſorted there ;— 


Witneſs the Eve', when Adam led, 

(Her Cheeks with roſy Bluſhes ſpread) 
His Heav'n-form'd Bride, to Nuptial Bow'r, 
In all the Charms of Beauty's Pow'r ;— 


You ſaw, ye bleſt! the charming Sight, 
And joyous hail'd the Bridal Night; 
Conſenting Nature, caught the Sound, - 
And melting Mufic echo'd round: 
Imagination! hears it ſtill, 

And feign would breathe it from her Quill, 


* Sofr be your Slumbers, O! ye happy Pair! 
For guardian Angels watch the hallow'd Grove; 
Sweet 


„ 
«© Sweet balmy Breezes ſcent the midnight Air, 
And all Things murmur to the Voice of Love. 


% Heav'n ſtamps a Sanction on the preſent Hour; 
But greater Honors ſhall in Time be found; 

“A Vine luxuriant! branching from this Bow'r, 
« Shall riſe to Heav'n with fragrant Odors crown'd, 


Beneath it's Shade the holy Few ſhall dwell, 
Whoſe Souls harmonious, are in Wedlock join'd; 
* Whoſe Boſoms pure, no guilty Paſſions ſwell, 
5 But feed on human joys, with Taſte refin'd ;— 


Nor deem it ſtrange ! myſterious is the RITE, 
Pregnant with Wonders from our Ken conceal'd; 

“ A future Race ſhall ſee it. burſt to Light,. 

And the Divine Arcanum ſtand reveal'd,” 
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Part of the Fifth Chapter of PROVERBS, 
\ LY Son, receive th? Inſtructions that T give, 
Attend to Wiſdom, and thy Soul ſhall live; 
Regard the Leſſons which from Knowledge flow, 
. And long Experience taught my Age to Rno)/] 
So ſhalt thou tread the ſteady Paths of Truth, 
Too oft” neglected by unwary Youth ; 


; So ſhalt thou triumph o'er the Vanton's Art, 
Who ſpreads a thouſand Snares to catch thy Heart, 
— From Wile to Wile, with eager Haſte ſhe flies, 


Leſt thou ſhould'ſ ponder, and at length be Wiſe ; 
Like Oil, her Words run forth in ſmooth. Deceit, 
: And all the Droppings of her Lips are ſweet ; 
But mark the End—regard her Exit well 
Her Ways are Death, her Steps take hold on Hell: 
Like Wormwood, bitter, ſhall her Conſcience feel, 
And Anguiſh pierce her thro? like pointed Steel. 
O fly betimes—nor paſs her ſecret Place, 
Leſt overcome, thou yield to her Embrace, 
And plant the Honors of thy ancient Line 
Amongſt the cruel Sons of Luſt, and Wine; | 
KVR! | Waſte 
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Waſte all thy Subſtance, and impair thy Health, 


To fill a Stranger's Houſe with Pow'r, and Wealth ; 
The Thoughts of which, will rend thy Soul with Dread, 
When Age, and Care, have filver'd o'er thy Head; 
Then, (fad Reflection !) to encreaſe thy Pain, 
Perhaps repentant Tears may flow in vain ; 


Since carly Counſe!, pour'd by heav'nly Breath, 
Could not deter thee from the Paths of Death: 


Keep back thy Steps from Error's fatal Road, | 
And lead thy Soul to Happineſs, and G0 


Ho bleſt the Man who Wiſdom's Voice * 


W Walks in her Light, and at her Temple bends, - 


Peace, ever ſmiling, lulls his Soul to Reſt, 
And gentle Tranſports open in his Breaſt ; 


Pleas'd with his Virgin Choice, his early Wife, 
They glide down ſmoothly thro' the Storms of Life; 


f No Cares giſturb—no guilty Paſſion burns, 
Both feed on Love, and join in ſoft Returns: 
Her Charms alone delight his raviſh'd Eyes, 
He, in her Boſom, kindles Extafies ! 


Pleas'd in each other, all their Care's to pleaſe, 
And * their Life is Rapture! Joy! and Eaſe! 


Hear? n 
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Heav'n marks the Pair, and cluſt'ring on their 
Celeſtial Bleffings in Abundance ſheds ; 

A numerous Progeny their Bed ſurrounds, 

And chearful Plenty all their Dwelling crowns ; 
In copious Streams their Fountain overflows, © © 
And in their Hearts exalted Virtue glows,— 
No filent Grief, no Sigh that Heaves the Breaſt, 
No lab'ring Groan, that tortures the diſtreſt: 
No Widow's Tear, no helpleſs Orphan's Cry, 
Can paſs their tender Souls, unheeded by, 

But rich Benevolence they deal around, 1 
And pour the healing Balm i in every Wound: 

The Poor behold them as they paſs along, 


And ſhout forth Mb. from the 0 
Throng: 
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Gleat: glb the Groves, and cull-the:Fizlds ; 


Where Angels, only, trod before; 
Let Nymphs of Paradiſe, invite, 
And all Ehfium footh thy Sight, — 
Yet, if thy Soul e'te taſted love, 
Delia, alone, will matchleſs proves. 


Thro!-wide-Creation wing thy Way, 
Aud baſk in Beauty's cloudleſs Ray;— 
Vet, if thy Soul ere taſted Love, 
Delia, alone, wall matchleſs. prove. 
1 


| Nay—let Tiagittation Parr, 


$ > $44 


For, Beings, à World like this, 
Will, in each other, ſeek their Bliſs : 


And One, peculiar from the reſt, 


Muſt reign ſuperior in the Breaſt.— 
Till Heav'n ſhall ev'ry Bar remove, 
And Delia crown thy conſtant Love, 
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8 2 of Heav'n'! don Smile of Love! 
2 A Dini in th? etarpal. Face, 


; Of Him; who fits; enthron d above, 4 
| The Judge, yet Friend, gf, Hyman A 


5 or have 1 ſeeti thy cheering” Tight, 
Off felt thy gentle, foothitig Power, 
When tenfold Darkneſs veil'd the Night, 
, And * marx d che labburing Hour. 
Once ual thy ſmiling > Ain 
Once more 22 my charming Ke. gk 
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On the BIRTH of an INFANT. 


— ſweet Stranger; to the Light, 

That gilds thete nether Skies: - 

But there are Worlds beyond out Gig 92 10 
Where richer Glories riſe! 1 946% 


Yet none can mount, that bright, ſublime, "At 
And draw imperial Air; 39 Va un 0 


Til chen bave trod this Vale of Time, 
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So Heav'n decreed—but may thy Hours, 


Few bitter Moments bring : — | | 
| May Mercy ſhed her choiceſt ſhowers, 5 : 


And Bleſſirigs round _ ſpring. 


0 


Could cheſe, paternal 1 inſure,” 


And Prayers breath'd up divine : 

An Angel's Birthright were but poor, 
Compar'd with that of thine. 

= 4 | Angels, 


. 


- 
4s 2 


( 201 ) 
Angels, for aught that we ean ſcan, 
Were never bought with Blood ; 


But JEsvs took the Form of Man, 
Jo make us Sons of God. 


— 
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On the DEATH of A CHILD. 

| Death! is the Gate Ein. Auen. 

gz Nau! { reſt—thy Cares are O er, 
Thy little Heart ſhall throb no more: 


| Death, whom we-dread, and ſtrive to flee, 
Hath proy'd a kind, kind F nend to eſs 


That tender Frame, diſturb'd fo oft, "| 
Shall now repoſe in Slumbers ſoft; 
The Grave a Bed of Roſes prove, ” 


While Heay' n abſorbs 4 Soul in Love, 


How great ak there's none can tel, 
(Efcap'd the Snares of Earth and Hell) 
From Life's dull Scenes, to Heaven convey, | 
And in thy Saviour's Boſom laid, 


1 
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CONGRATULATION: 


On the Bern of a Son and Heir, 


OY! tothe happy PAIR, in Berwict's Bowers, —. 

' Health!—and a long Increaſe of ſmiling Hours: 
Still, from your Groves (to all the Muſes dear) 

| May Love combial, baniſhi ev'ry Care: 

Still may new Raptures kindle in your Breaſt, 

Bleſt in Tour/ebves, as in your OFFSPRING blett : 

For this the Muſe, prophetically Wiſe, * | 

Extends to diſtant Days, her piercing Eyes, a2, 

Views at one Glance, what Glories ſhall adorn, _ 

© The future Hero! in the INFANT born, 8 

What cifing Raprures ! ! ſhall, your Breaſt inllame, 

To ſee your Honors, grafted on bis Fame! 

This, R! 742 and Heawen., will crown the 

If Education " the reh Seed. x 
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E PITHAL AMI U M 


On the Marriage of R. R. Eſq; to Miſs K. 


YMEN ! God of chaſte Deſires, 
Come, with all thy winning Charms: 
Come, — for Love and Truth inſpires, 10 
Damon melts in Delia's Arms. 


See! the roſy Cheeks of Morn' 
Spread a Bluſn from Eaſt to Weſt, 
Pleas'd to ſee the Moment born, 


That makes a conſtant Couple bleſt, 


: Joy ! with all her ſmiling Train, 


Clap their little fluttering Wings: 
Damon! Sighs no more in vain, 


Delia whiſpers tender Things. 


Cupids hovering round the Pair, 
Give each balmy Breeſe a Kiſs, 

Fragrant Odouis fill the air, — _ 
Allis Rapture! all is Bliſs! 


( 204 ) 
Thus when Virtue, Truth, and Love, 
Crowꝛn'd the firſt diſtinguiſh'd 25 wo, 
Angels leſt their Seats above, 

* with them, as charm'd with vob. 


TW. FF 8 * * + © pF ex = 
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; ODE, to COMPASSION. 


(Occafioned by the p 3 16-9 Meeting at the 
Salop Infirmary, 1777. ! 


AIL! charming Maid, whoſe melting Form. 
Firſt taught the tender Breaſt to Sigh al 
Rais'd the ſoft Paſſions to a Storm, iz 
And bid it burſt in "0s eye. 


To thee, ſweet Nymph, wy Vows 1 pay 
On thee, my conſtant Steps attend: 

More bleſt! thy Dictates to obey, _ 
Than call Mee my ae 


But ah! how : narrow is che ghee, © 
In which (by Hee TP m doom'd, to 'moye! 


This 


* 1 ©» 
0 
r 


16 
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hs "1 ** 


This niggard Hand—muſt ſeem ſevere! 5 


| 


: 


} 


Tho' all my Soul expands with Love. 


Not fo the rich, the peveress Thain, © 


Bleſt with thy Smiles. and Fortune's too! 


They feel thine Influence ſwell each Vein — 
And * they feel! have * to do, 


De 


"Fr! 


Ne ring Pile al e bund 
With annual Joy! behold they flock : 

| Preſent their Gift with liberal Hand' 
And glory! in the ng Sto. 


Nor leſs intent! the healing Thain, 


True to their mighty Maſter's * * Fame! e 


| Diſcaſe to check, to baniſh Pain, 
| And call back Life's expiring Flame, 


moe T | 


| But more Eg LE holy —— | 
Anxious! the drooping ed e 


1 


Duly the ſacred Tribe repair, 


And ee Walls with Praiſe! i 


F p 
x 3917 


ny LO 


O! 


| 
| 
N 
N 
ö 
| 
U 


O! 


When ſweet Compaſſion ſeiz'd the Breath, 1 8 


(466) 


be the Hour. for ever bien“ 5 
, (Forever fouriſh! noble Pity &H Lug: 


j 


« 


And Pity bid the wretched Smile, 


* 


_— 


3 6 


Xa, 


* 
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— the Death of the amiable Mik E. R. 
Who was interved near fürn 


T 


Releas'd from Pain, from 8 and _ 
| Eliza! once the 


CV GE A +»; 1 


| wnhnng 


4; 


d Grow, beneath thoſe Cypreſs, Trees, 
For ever waving o'er the umd ri ring Dead: 


# 


But tho? 60 6 te," ems dun und ares, 
And ſympathetic Nature ſhuns the Gloom : 
Yet know, that Angels make her Put thelr Care, 


And. ever aq one Nee her Tomb. 


iz m8; 


In early Ie deed Cee e 
Juſt as her eee eee 


Cut off each ſoft; each fond. paternal Claim, 


910 


And call'd the Virgin to her native Skies. 


Dark 


3 0 107 Y 
Dark as 2 stroke to Reaſon may, appear, 


Yet Heaven in Pity. ſent the friendly Blow: - 7 
From all thoſe various Ills remoy'd the Fair, . 
« Which Fleth is Heir to” in this 2 of Woe. 


7 
* 


* 


Mer g is che Gain! to os the n numerous 8 
The Rocks and, Quicklands of theſe dang rous 


R. Times: eee | - 
BE Her's is the Bliſs! to mount above the Stars, 


Aud breathe, .cternal, im ceteſtiat Climes, 


11 ence, bear ye Parents to to ſuppreſs your Grief, 
| Wipe the big Tear that trembles on your Cheek ; 
Attend to Hope—lhe offers kind Relief = © 


| And hits menu l hear the Goddela ſpeaks 


MW Ko from this dull Seer of Earth extend your View, 
. Behold the Majd with Wreaths immortal erown'd ; 
| See, heavenly Beautes all ber Form renew, 
And Peace and Innocence her Steps. ſurround; 


No more fhall Pain diſturb her ſacred Reſt, 
No more one Tear ſhall ſteal. acroſs her Eye, 


But opening Raptures kindle in her Breaſt, 
Auch all der Soul be fill'd with extacy ! 


ark 


While 


No ow both in mutual Friendſhip ſweetly join, 


| (Death overcome) the VUnion'is divine! 


And you; ye Fair! the Pride of S&vers's Stream, 


(, 168 J 


While, to exalt her ſrelling Joys that riſe! | 
Perhaps * bis kindred Spirit the may know, 
United once by Nature's tendereſt Ties, 


Aud whom, ſo hie, ſhe wou -d in Tears below. On 


Nor can the ſtrong, the laſting Cord be broke : 


Nor ever ſubject to a parting Stroke.” 


_ Juſt in the Prime of Life, and Beauty's Bloom! 


One ſerious Moment contemplate my Theme, 'Ti 

| And learn Inſtruion at'Elixa's Tomb. wh Co 
7 10 
So ſhall your growing Hours more ſinvothly glide, a" 
And Virtue cheer you thro” each dreary Scene, 4 
Exalt your Hopes, and bid your Fears ſubſide : = 
In Life fill bappy|-——and in Death ferene! | Ar 
her Brothet, an amiable Youth; who died but a thor 1 


wan, 


5 £00" 


( 109 } 
EX TEMP OA. 
On the Death of the Right Hon, WILLIAMPrt, 


aun of ene $6 
3 i 30A 
von was OG Man! Britannia Nane too late, 
Who fav'd his Country—or the Brink of Fate, 
Reſtor'd her Glory, aggrandiz'd her Name, 


And bade her live Me e Iiioggs ? 


„Till, ſad Reverſe, homies Patriot 105 br 
Corruption ſpread, and Minions giving l- 
His country ſinking in the Lethean Stream, 
His Councils ſüighred—and bis Hopes a Dream. ö 


Twas then, ah! then, he heav'd the deep-felt, Sigh! 
And Britain's Weal ſtood tremb'ling in his Eye, 
Till quite o *ercome, he ſtruck bis penfive Breaſt, 
Bleſt the poor Iſle—and ſunk to endleſs Reſt. 


| \ 
| ne) 
= ODE to, PIT 75 


1 THO! whoſe ever freaming - Ce 
And having Boſom can't be bleſt, 


Till Sorrow's. anguiſni d Cheeks are dry, T. 
And Pain and Torture s lull'd to reſt; 4 


| | Once mote, O come! IF on thy Wing, | is 4 — 
Tue deny Drops of Confor bring, 28955 


See! at thy Shrine—propitious Pile, *- On 
Where 3 its enthron'd in State, 6 3 

| t Compaſſion beams a Smile, f | 
O'r the fad Wreks of Tims and Ft, 2 10 


=_ See! what a croud of Votries throng, 
f ä To catch the Mandates of thy Tongue. „ = 


_ = = 9 
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Sbe hears, ſhe comes, the ande diſplay's, © | 
In all her native Beauties dreſt, 

She comes to give the wretched Aid, 
And thaw the Ice in every Breaſt; © F 8 


Each Boſom feels her ſoft Controul, 
| And meting Palos cus the Sou 


1 
- 
Hence 


2 The * A 
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Hence Virtue, Charity, and Love, 
And all that Gignify's/the Plan, 


Comes with her cluſt' ring from above, . 
And ſtamps the Happineſs of Man. 


To her ſoft Sway let Millions dend, 14 
And be, to all Mann wan? PSI” 


—— * 2 9 


'E 2 I 0 * A M 2 
On reading a Publication, intitled, © Phra * 
MAS" thy Scheme will never dow | 

One Wife is dure fulfclent Pony + 
Why! perfecute a Man with two? 


| The D-—land thee muß de in Nn .-; 


Or it (fot till 7d Hope the beſt) 
Thy feed enjoins AMtiftions e, 
In order to be doubly bleſt. 
Beyond this World af Teil and Care. | 


; Then!, dy thine own Exatnple provid, hs eu 
How much the Martyr thou canſt aft; . 
And at the Funeral of thy Love, 


May dag Wires proclaim the Fad, TH: 
K 2 ELEGIAC 


/ 


: F#. 3 
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ELEGIAC. EXCLAMATION: 
On the Death of Mr. 6.09 7. Cartwright. | 


Nur! in thy Bud yet Kill the Flower ſhall riſe, 
In warmer Climes,, beneath more genial Skies: 

There thy vaſt Mind (but Embryo here below) 

Shall ſpread its Powers, and to Perfection grow. 

psf that * which: nurs'd thy riſing 

Thought, E's 

| Shall ope her Fountains and lupply thy Drayght: : 

- Diſcloſe. choſe Myſt'xies which from Man are hid, 

And ſhew a Garden which no Fruits forbid. 


There, till 1 meet thee in that bleſt Eſtate, 
Enjoy thy Raptures? but regard my Fate—— 
For ah! what Ills, inceſlant and ſevere, 
Attend the Steps of erring Mortals here? 
Such is our Lot—Yet, when a Soul like thine, 

By Virtue form'd on Principles Divine, 

Can combat Error in the Dawn of Youth,. ' | 
And die a Martyr for eternal Truth,— 
Then beaming Glory, ſuch as mark'd thy End, 
Proves F mth a and all Heaven a Friend. 

e LINES, 
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Which occurred to the acne | in paſſing through 
Underdale, laſeribed to the Miſs Ps, 


MIDST the Sweets of Underdale, 
Where Nature leads her rural Train; 
Where Health comes wafted on each Gale, 
And ſober Pleaſure holds her Reign. 


Here! midſt the Joys which Friendſhip yields, 
Your tranquil Moments glide away; 


Smooth as the Level of your Fields, 
And cloudleſs as a Summer's Day. 


Thus Bleſt, thus Happy-free from Care. 
Save that which crowns your Bliſs below ; 

At Pity's Call to drop a Tear, A as 

And eaſe the Breaſt ſurcharg'd with Woe. 1 


Tis thus, in ſoft Succeſſion, roll 
The Hours which Heaven throws down in Lovez 
All tending towards that peaceful * - 
Where Virtue takes her Seat above. 


1 And 


— 


1 J 


And ſee!—Propitious to your View, 


Yon' ſecond fair Betheſda * ſtands; - 


* Wbere Mercy ſheds her healing Dew, 


And Gratitude lifts up her Hands. 


O! may che Object ſtrike the Heart 
Of each who treads in Fortune's Round; 

And not another Week depart, | 
*Till Charity with Wreaths be crown'd: 


ee 


E XT EMT O RE: 
| On viewing Howkftone. 


No: more!-—Had I a Pope's harmonious Powers, 
Should Windſor's Foreſt rival Hawkftone's 
| Bowers 

No more -tho' Kings her Royal 8 grac'd, 

Should HILL be vanquiſh'd in the World of Taſte: 


But ah! fuch Beauties all around me riſe, 5 
I'm loſt in Wonder and Defcription dies. 


SONG, 


* 


( 1s ) 
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Tune —“ 57 Bird that hears,” &c. 


E Latk, that tunes her early Song, 
To hail the rifing Day ; | 


| Reproves the dull, th* ignoble Throng, 


Forth, from her graſſy Couch ſhe ſprings, 


And flutters off the Dew : 


Then up to Heav'n ſhe ſpreads her Wings, 


And mocks the gazer's View. 


Thus, ſhou'd the active Mind aſpire, 
Thus, nobly dare to riſe! 


Till borne aloft, on Wings of Fire, 


She mingles with the Skies, 


ne; 
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To a Friend. 
NCE, my gay Friend, (but ah! the Hours are 
fled) 


Serene and calm, my Moments roll'd away: 
Like thee, in Pleaſure's Path, twas mine to tread, 
Dauntleſs of Danger,. or a ſtormy Day. 
No jealous Doubis—no boding Fears I knew, 
| My Heart, tho? tender, felt. no flutt'ring Pain; 
Peace, o'er my Boſom, ſhed her balmy Dew, 
And Joy's ſweet Nectar, thrill'd in ev'ry Vein. 
Till,—(O! that Love ſhould be the Cauſe of Woe) 
My Soul was pierc'd thro" every feeling Part: 
Delia—PIl charge thee (whereſoe'er Igo 
With all the Wounds that tear my bleeding Heart. 
Are theſe the Fruits of pure, unnval'd Love? 
What! cold Indiff rence for the warmeſt Flame? 
Muſt my poor Boſom ev'ry Avguiſh prove, 
Deſpair, can pour upon my toxtur'd Frame? 


Ah! if *tis ſo—let Nature ſeal my Doom, 


And the laſt Languiſh, bid my Spirit flv: 
Delia, perhaps, may one Day ſee my Tomb, 
And common Pity, prompt the paſſing Sigh. 


K 


— 


e 
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EXTEMPORE: 
On the Death of John Mytton, Eſq. 


! Mytton—while to brighter Realms you ſoar, 

(The anxious Cares of Life for ever o'er) 
Caſt down one Look—and ſee around thy Bier, 
What Crouds attendant, pour the heart-felt Tear: 
What Tides of Sorrow in one blended Stream, 
Roll o'er thy Memory, and embalm thy Name. 


Can this be bitter ? No, *tis Life, *tis Gain! 
And all that's fad! is the ſurvivor's Pain; 
For O! thy Virtues form'd the finiſh'd Plan, 
Of all that's good, that's dignify'd in Man ; 


The Huſband, Parent, and unſhaken Friend, 


Loſe half their Charms in thy lamented End ; 
For where's the Man can equal Worth ſupply ; 
So much reſpected live! ſo honour'd die? 

Hence oft around thy hallow'd Tomb ſhall throng, 
(When cold Oblivion ſhades my plaintive Song) 
A helpleſs Train—and by their Bleſſings prove, 
How vaſt thy Bounty, and how great their Love. 


* 


EPI. 


* 
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Ir honeſt Nature, void of Art, 
* If pure Simplicity of Heart— 
. 17 Love of Truth, wherever found, 
And Faith, with certain Vierry erown'd : 
If lively 'Hope and Joy ſerene, 

Eier gilded Life's laſt ſetting Scene 
If theſe !—are Flow'rs ſhall ever bloom, | 
Then ſee them riſe from * Poahnore's Tomb. 


» Late Maſter of Millington's Hoſpital, 
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ELEGIAC: TRIBUTE 


To the MEMORY of - 


The Rev: JOHN: FLETCHER, 


- Late. Vicar of Madelty, Shropſhire. / 


Who died SUNDAY, AvevsT..14th, 1785, in the Fiſty- 
Sixth Year of his Age. 
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